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late among . the. Writers, 0 Ame nt 
their Neaclers, by giving the; tew 


ve ſt make” bold 10 follow he Example, but with - 


out making the feigned Apologies, That what is here of- 
fered to thy Candid Peruſal, was publiſhed to prevent or 


475 any ſurreptitious Copy z neither meerly to ſatisfie 


he | Importunity of Friends : What is here preſented to 


ublick View; 3s 4 Play written ſome t time, ſince 
le 1 5 wel When this Nation e er produc d FOB 
141 7 1 and, with the reſt of his Works, has foun z 
general Acceptance. and Applauſe as Ws as it came 
pon the Stage, not only on the Theatre Royal in Drury; 
Lane, but ;kewiſe in_Lincolns-Inn-Ficlds, Dorſer- 


Garden, and at the Queen's Theatre in the Hay- 


Market. 

Were we to reveal the ge of this b 
C omedy, as that we durſt not without à Violation of the | 
Promiſe . ta his exemplary Modeſty, which often re- 
ſes the W to phone be bequeathed this rich 


T reaſure, 
5 


Fs it is 4 Formality very bs ts in "Faſhion of 


* their following, Entertainment in 4 preface; 2 
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Fg it felf, dir 
þ excellent a Piece as dhis, — for 6 hs time * 
been wiſh d for in Print 7 the moſt competent Judges 
23 Senſe ; mhich not only the def Cem 


ae preſent Age affords. . 
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1 Peter 15 u rest Boaſter * his Honour 
ls Valour ; what a Noble Early he detiy from p „. nam. 4 
andi of their mighty Courage. (Nd e 1590 5 u And 56 


Einingar. A Gentleman in love rn bung. D 
ddanqͥ is much courted. by the Widow. 230% e 8 Me. * 8 


— His Friend, in love hb Mr. Brietle's, Wiſe, 
8 . ba 


17 


and endeavours to have an Intrigue with nk, But 
e Widow. cburts him too. 28 


AUG Brirtle. An old Citizen chat keeps "a". Glaf:: 
* Shop; manird 10 Sir Retgr; Pride's Dauginer. 
Geffrey. Servant to Cuningam, in love with RS 


Clodpole. A ſimple Country Fellow that Lovemore em- Bea | 
ploys in ſending Letters to Mrs. Brzzzle, 7 Mr. Bright. 


Merryman, A Falconer to Cuningam, who takes upon 
him to repreſent the Viſcount TOR, that 15,to go OM Underhill, 
marry the Widow, 


Lady Laycock. An Amorous old Widow tha courts 
every one ſhe can for Marriage, fancying her ft Crs Leigh, 
_fo Engaging, that all that it ſee her muſt love her. 


PP. ˙ ! Bran gee we E 


Lady Pride, Wife to Sir 3 a formal old Lady that 
boaſts much of her Gentility, -and of her grear (Mrs Vill. 
Name and Family. 


Mrs. Brittle. Their Daughter, Wife to Barnaby Brittle ; 
a cunning intriguing Coquet, that always over- "Cars Bracegirdlle, 
reaches her Husband. 


Philadel bia. Niece to the Widow, in love with Ca- 
en 1 —ͤ 8 * Zur Porter, 
Prudence. Maid to the Widow. Mrs. Hunt. 


Damaris. Maid to Mrs. Brittle, that aſſiſt | 
Intrigues. ; N ber PM 8. Prince. 


/ 


Amorous Widow. 


, 
* 


A C T I. ScaNE, A Room. ; 
Enter Philadelphia with Letter, folowd by Geffeey; | 


Phil. W Should believe Mr. Cuningam very Conſtant, if I had 
| Faith, enough to credit this Letter, Geffrey. What 
Complaints are here? But tis the Stile that all young 

Lovers write in. 35 2 1 | 

Geffrey. Pray, Madam, believe me; you know I am a Man 
of Integrity : I cannot diſſemble. Let him write what he 

pleaſes: If he did not love you, do you think Id tell you fo? 
Phil, When he has opportunity, I muſt confeſs, he ſays 

kind things to me. E 

Gef. Take my word, Madam, my Maſter. is not like other 
Men: — Unleſs he loves a Lady, and loves her Paſſionately 
too, he neyer troubles himſelf to Compliment her much. 

- Phil. Never? Ves, Geffrey ; ſometimes, you know, he Com- 
pliments my Aunt. - Ee EX; 
 Geff. That's a convincing Proof of his Love to you; you 
cannot think him reduc'd to the Neceſſity of making Love to 
an Antiquated Piece, with defign to know her otherwiſe, than 
to obtain the Happineſs of ſeeing you? But 1 ſhall tell- him, 
Madam, —— _ 5 „ | 
Phil. Tell him I have receiv'd, and read his Letter... 


8 


n 3 s " 
& mom wn — —— ee on 


8 " 4 
- & W- 


4 4 * 
. 369 5 2 ” 


. 4 — | 
= COT” — 


«, 


r 


| 0 +5 
"Ge - Ts that all, Madam? 


J. AT Yes 5 + Are you riot content with that? 


Gef An indi e ee that had Hands, and could but 
read, would have done as much as that. 


Phil. Well; Tell him then, in time perhaps! may. 
Gef. My Maſter, Madam, can't indure to depend on a per- 


haps. 
Enter Prudence. | 
 Pypdence. Quick, quick, up to your Chamber, ladam.... 
Phil. What's the Matter? Is my Aunt coming hither 2 


Pru. She's at your Heels: Go up the Back-Stairs quickly. 


bil. Farewell, Geffrey ; Commend me to thy Maſter. _ _. 

Exit Phil. 
Geff. For what, I beſeech, you? Is not my Maſter be- 
witeh d, to court a Lady a whole Year, and fhe hardly tell 
kim ſhe Loves him yet ? 


Pru. Alas ! She's but a Novice ; Let me alone with her.: FI 
order the Bufineſs fo, that if thy "Maſter be Dilcreet, and Paſſi- 
onate enough in his Expreſſions, he wins her Heart III wars, 
rant you. 

Geff. He can ſay nothing to her: out that damn'd Aunt of 
hers is. Bark ning tot ſtill. What Pleaſure can ſhe find in 
Love at Fifty? | 

Pru. Fie, Geff#ey, you muſt fay Five and twenty. 

© Geff. 1 wonder any Woman can 18 the Impudence to 
Live, and trouble Mankind after that Age. I 

Pro. There never was a Woman 10 old but the fetain'd a 
895 Opinion of ber ſelf. | 

Bet: Then ſhe dreſſes her ſelf, fo Fantaftickly, Alke all may 
ſee ſhe ſtrives to appear Young in defiance. of X re: She 1 4 | 
more Cawdy in that ſhe calls Half Mourning,” than a young 
Bride is on her Wedding Night. The Dev I's in her if ſhe 


believes any one can Love her: 'Tis Jeering her but to be 
commonly civil to her. 


Pry. . A little Flattery fires ber. she believes all that is ſaid 
ther: And. he that does not make Love to her, and Com- 
pliment; half not be twice admitted to her Houſe. 


Se. © Reverend Beauty l on my Conlcience, if 1 would: 
greale e her Chops with a few Compliments, he a Mump' and 
Pra. 


Smile YÞon me. 


+ wt 


Fr No doubt ont. 
G. Wh hen ſhall. my Malt 

8 to Philadelphia? 

Pru. Mr. Lovemore is thy Maſtzid FOR Ve * . 
lov'd here than he imagines. You mifft perſuade him to a 
5 (nb that Mr. Lame may have re, to <onrt 
t. ec „ 

N Mr. Logemore's tir d with playit ; that part 0 often ; 
he is cloy d wich the Aunt, e e have no more of 


her. 
Pru. I'm ſure her Niece, and I, endure much more. Tell 


him, Iwill be Charity, in him to Relieve us. x 


Geff. 'Twill be very hard to perſuade him tot. 

Fru. This old Lady of mine, has languiſh'd for a young 
Husband ever ſince Sir Oliver La zycock dy di; She cakes not 
ul Eſtate he has, or what Religion he's of, ſo he be but 

oung and I. Where 3 is the great Viſcount Seqr-Tyre, 
thy Maſter totd het of > Methinks he's long a coming. * 
Some croſs, unlucky Buſineſs hinders him. 


xy. She has lately recarv'd. me Feed 0 that a aid given 2 


© PZ 


ful Account of him. „ 


off So much the worſe. What Se 
ru. They ſay, his Fortune is not very, inuch, "oat heis great- 
ly Born, and very pleaſant: And that he is, 91 great a Lover 
of Muſick, he 1 — oe a Servant but can Sing or Dance, or 
Play upon ſome Inſtrument, You may know "when: he's me 
by the Noiſe, the Fiddles will welcame bim to To; for al 
from Weſtminſter to Wapping pay him Homage. A 
Gef. Would he were but Marry:d. to her, Prudencp. 
Pry. Whether he Marries her, or ot, is not our Buſineſs, 
i. us til thy ; Maſter has OY 


1 Nie a and then our Work i done. V th 


„ 


ef 8 | 
Pru. A Rehn et Do you doubt it nw « 0 


1 If you wou'd have me, Credit you, ſwear it. 
22 Sure FRO are Jealous, GD a 3 


4 i Men. 
10 
| | b ; 3 
9 x þ | i B 2 I + . 
v3, . 0 


„ 


f od xe ſomewhat near the Matter. I know your Hu- 
mour well chough: You love a bold audacious Fellow,” that 
will ſay any thing; and ſuch a one we have come to Town: 

One ans ot our Falconer. 1 fear vou like him better 


098 you do me. 
| Oh Fool ! Why ſhould you think ſo? 
Geff. I have ſome Honour in me; but he's a Fellow: that "I 
eaten Shame, and drank after i it. He is more Impudent tfian a 
Court Page; and will take no Denia. 
Pru, Hold your Tongue : here's my 1 
Lady. What Buff neſs ha Fins Geffrey with =" EL | 
Pro. his Maſter ſent him te know, whether he wich have 
Leave to wait, upon your Ladyſhip this Morning. | 

Lad. Yes; Tell him I expect him: 

Se. He durſt not come, becauſe Mr. Lovemore's with him. 
Lad. Go tel]! em, if they pleaſe to come, 9 ſhalt be wel- 
= come both. 

We - Geff. I ſhall, Madam. [Exir Geffrey. 
\ Pr. You ſee what Power your Beauty has. Neither can 
j live a moment without ſeeing. you. | 

4 Lad. No, they have other Buſineſs with me Hades: They 

came from Paris lately, and brought me a Letter from my 

; | Brother; and I believe they come for my Anſwer now, 

L Pry. But does not one of em Love yon, Madam? | 
4 Lad. 1 have ſome reaſon to believe he does; Mr. Lovemore 
has ſpar'd no Pains to 1 5 me to quit m Widowhood. 

Pry. I have been told, Madam, that Widowhood is a Gift 

Heayen ſeldom beſtows, but on its Favourites; you are Rich, 
and know how troublelome Marriage is. For my part, I be- 
heve the faireſt Hair, the beautiful'ſt Curls, do not become 
your Forehead, ſo well as a Bando did: But way one, Ma- 
dam, knows their own Neceſſities. | 

Lad. I confeſs, Widowhood has its Conveniencies: z but if 
Marriage be a Trouble to ſome, tis a Pleaſure to others, Pris 

dence, 2 
| Pru. You had the Experience of it Thit Yes, How did 
. 2 ou like it, Madam? They * Sir Oliver Laycock Joy'd your 
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Old. 9 | 
Pr. Very w 
now, Madam? 1 wa = 
Lad. You cannot blame me for that; Can you, Prudexce > 
Pyu. Oh no, tis well known Youth- is comfortable; but, 
methinks, you ſhou d take one a little nearer your own Age, 


Madam. A very young Man may be too Treacherous for you; 


Madam. 3 

Lad. Why, is my Age ſo viſible? 

Pru. No, Madam; with a little help of Art, you have ſome 
Remains of Beauty ſtill. You have ſomething about your 
Eyes as pleaſant now, as others have at Twenty. 

Lad. Tis a very malicious World we live in, Prudence; they 
are ſo apt to Cenſure, and (peak of any fingle Woman, that 
one ought to Marry to avoid that Scandal. 

-Prx. Some that are young ate forc'd to Marry, to avoid De- 
traction; others wou'd rather all that's Ill ſhon'd be ſaid of 
em, than to have no notice taken of em. I knew a young 
Lady that pin'd to a Conſumption, becauſe ſhe Liv'd Three 
Years about the Court, and never had the Honour to be Lam- 
poon d. The Truth is, none that are Beautiful, and Young, 
can 8 Envy; but few are ſo malicious, to ſpeak againſt 
the Old. 2 


Lad. There is no Age exempt from Scandal, Prudence. When : 


we are Young, they ſay we ſell our ſelves; when Old, we 
are forc'd to hire, to buy, our Lovers. : 

Pra. You know what they ſay, Madam, of the old Mar- 
chioneſs, your Friend, that was ſo Admir d, ſo Courted in her 
Youth ; who, when ſhe found fhe was forſook'd by all, was 
forc'd to hire a Player by the Quarter : How ſoon the poor 
Fellow Was tird too ! How like a Sheep-biter he look d after 
the firſt Two Months! 

Lad. This London is à very wicked Place; tis impoſſible 
to live without Scandal here. 8 
Pru. Im afraid they'll ſay as much of you, Madam, if 


vou bargam fot a Husband. To covet one that is both Young - 


and Rich, is too much in Conſcience, Madam: 


Pru. 


esl 


- Lad; For all that, he was Jealous and, what's worle, was 


ell 5 therefore you reſolve to have a young One 


Tad Thou know'ſt, Prudence, Wealth is not the thing 1 
eee ee g | 


before you come. 


. ſhe looks! Her 1 8 are ard open * 


(£6) 


Pru. Then, Madam, the Buſineſs is*dons; ; the Viſcount gau. 


Tarre ſhall be your Husband, Madam. 


Lady. Ah, Prudence! if he were but as handſome as 

Fru. Ah Madam that's too much. 

Lady. Why may not 1 wiſh for it? 

Pru. Conſider his . Quality, Madam, 8 bate him ſome- 
thing for that. One thing I muſt adviſe you ; be not too Pro- 
digal of your Gold at firſt; to be Liberal ſometimes, will *. 
convenient, and make him kinder to you. | 

Lady. For all this, I ſhou'd think my ſelf very happy, if I 
were Ae of Mr. Cuningam, and Mr. Lovemore: ö 

Pra. A little Jealouſie will enflame em. N 11 be more 
preſſing when the Viſcount comes. 2 497, 


Lady. But methinks, Cunin am and 1 m Niece — 
Pru. Ree Arg ; 4 


Lady. Are always whiſpering. 2 
Pry. He any Compliments her, Madam. She's too: young 


to make Love riouſſy 


Lady, With your Favour, . there's no | truſting to that; To. 


knowledge there are thoſe, Jounger than ſhe that under- 
Rad what Love.1 1 s hut. too well. * 


Pru. That's 4 Madam; but -Philadelp b is 51 ing, 
that no Man can, make Love to her, but to ert bimſelf. Here 


ſhe 1 18, Madam. . 
Enter Philadelphia. 
Lady. What does ſhe come for 1 l ſend her packing quick- 


FU 
? 
$ 04 


— 


] 
"Ih Conſider what you do, 3 3 How can Mr. Las- 
more entertain your Ladyſhip, unleſs his Friend BT; divert, 
himſelf the while, with rallyin ng wi with. Wan Niece, 8 
Lady. For all that I cou d wi a 


Pry. Pray trouble-1 not your. ſelf : Truſt me, Pl. watch her, 
Madam. 8 


Phil. Will your Dae Eaton? The, Coach (is ut 
the Door. abi: 2 1191 . 9! 8 09 
Lady. No, Ill not go yet. 


Plil. If you ſtay long, Madam, the ben Point: Wi he fold. 


* i [iow 


Lady. No matter: Hal 3 . the Girl 2, Hom ſtrange- 
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"Cp, Madam? 


ow frightfully it fook 
Phil. Truly, Rag, Nis dreſs'd juſt 47 05 Faſhion is. 


Then he e de a. 1 
/ n her Heads d a it di es her 
Loft 4; $f 


Y, Fetch her Hood, Prudence; II have her ut it on 
öl be 19 : 255 4 


dels d it to pleaſe no body bet thy ſelf, Madam. 


2 ll have you dreſs your | lelf now to "ple me: 


—4 ut it on. | 
Lady's in the Right. Neves! was any thing moxe 


mndſomer. — 


| Tae Here, put on tlie Hood, I am {are this is much 


— 


Lach. Why don't you put it on? 

Phil. I can't endure, Madam 

2 Do, I ſay. 

Pra. Now it is. as it ſhould be: All dels Maids 
ſhould be tes ity 4: But here's Mr. Cuningam, and Mr. Love- 


Fore... 25 | 


Ban; Cuningam, Lovemore, and Geffrey. 
© Lowe. Your Servant, Madam; yon ſee how we love your 
Company, by giving you this Trouble in a Morning. 
(Ger. Tis a.Happineſs we are much envy d for. 
Lady. You are welcome, Gentlemen : Pray: command this 


Houſe, as freely as your own. 


Love. Why does this Lady hide' her Face ? Pray, Madam, 


let us ſee you. 


Lady; Forbear, Sir, I beſcech you : She has had the Tooth- 


Ach Jacky, If ſhe takes off her Hood, ſhe I catch cold, and 


bring the. Pain again. 


Phil. I thank your Ladyſhip for your care of me; but the 


Pain has been gone ſo long, I don't fear it now. 
Lowe. Nay then, we mult have it off. 
Phil. What ſay you, Madam, Shall I pull it off > 
Lady. 1 Impertinence 3 1 ſee you have a Mind to ſhew 
our ſel 
i Pry. 'Tis. the Nature of all young Girls to do what they are 
forbidden. 
Can. I come not to trouble your Ladyſhip for y your Letter 
to my Lawyer ; your Countenancing * Buſineſs will be of 


a 


great Advantage to me. | 8 Lazy. 


\ 


* oF 3 J. BEV 
Lady. This, Sir, is what my Brother 3 25 Lou 
ſhall ſee I take delight to ſerve his Fen 8. | 

Love. Madam, you promis d me b haf; pours Talg. 841 

* Do yo e e n TAC 

Love. Ves, M more than- any onę. : 

Lady. 1 have 429 much Beauty to Ms b but Virtue, 
Sir, 2 ſome amends for the Befects of the other 
Love. Defe&? _ ,., [Oni am; Courts, üer. 


+ 


Pray, Madam, wrong not your ſelf fo much, 

14 5 There are few but know a little their own Valle: e 
And. though' a Woman be not fam'd for a great Beauty, . yet 
if ſhe be agreeable, there are thoſe will like her . enough. 

Love, You have that in Perfection, Madam. NED 
pre In that, Sir, I know you do not Katte. N 

＋— SP nt” 

Phil. Madam. 1 i 

Cun. Then, Madam, you like my Choice of this Bags - 3 

Phil. Extreamly well : Was it your own Fancy, Sir. 

Cun. I 775 ot aſham'd to own it ſince 275 ou ask it, Ger 

unter feit to be talking about iont, 'whi cem- - 
Lt * gly "ject Conrts the Aunt, as $ 

Pru. III liſten to em.— 

He talks te her of nothing but new Faſhions. [To the Widow. 

You may, Madam, venture to diſcourſe without diſturbance. _ 

N Lady. Pray, Sir, tell me freely; How old do you think 
am ? 

Love. Faith, Madam, if you were not a Widow, 1 ſhould 
think you a Girl ſcarce Twenty. 

Lady. Now, Sir, you Flatter me: You might have ſaich 
Thirty, Ido not love to diſguife my Age. 

Love. How |! Thirty, Madan! And look ſo Youthful : > I'll 
not believe it: Tis Impoſſible SN 

- Lady. You do not know what Miſery I endur'd whilſt my 
old Hodand livd : The Griets I had upon me, wou'd have 
diſtracted another Woman. Alas! Sir, tis not Age, but 
Sorrow, has broke me. 
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Love. It makes me Sad, to hear you tell it, Madam ; and 


vexes me, to think an old Man ſbould enjoy ſuch Happineſs. 
Lach. You do not know how many Tears I have ſhed. _ 


5 


"Low 'Tis ſorne comfort  Madain, to remember he ay. not 
live long with you. bait 

Lady. Truly, Sir, Fifteen Years, 8 

Fru. Yes ; And Fifteen to that. 5 rake. 


Lady. Having been ſo unfortunate in a Husband. you may 


believe I have but little Encouragement to Venture, Sir, again: 
For I am very happy now I am alone. 

Dye. You do wiſely, Madam; for ſhe deſerves not to be 
pity'd that raſhly runs into the ſame Misfortune : Aud there- 
fore you have, Madam- 

Lady. Nay, ir, l have not forſworn Marrying yet. 

Lowe. Pray, Madam, where do you uſe to walk in the E- 

vening ? Into . James's Park? S abit» 554 
Lady. Not very often. Sir. 
-. Love, Or into the Mulberry-Garden ? 
Is not the Wildernets very pleaſant ? 
Lach. It 1 like my Company, Sir, I never miſlike the Place. 

Love. Have you feen the new Paradiſe, Madam ? Tis. much 
ſuperior to the former. 

Lady. 1 have heard as much: But, Sir—— 

Love. Let me have the Honour to wait upon you thither 
preſently. 0] 

Lady. Not yet, Sir ; After Dinner, if you pleaſe. 

But tell me, Sir, do you think me ſuch an Enemy to Marri- 
age, that were 1 ſure a young Gentleman lov'd me, and lov'd 
me truly, I would be ſo uncivil to refuſe him? 

Lowe. When I conſider what you endur'd in Sir Oliver Lay- 
cocks time, I think you ought to do it, Madam; and chat 
Man's unjuſt, that urges you to break your Reſolution. 

Lady. Pray do not miſtake me, Sir; I have made no ſuch 
Reſohition yet," © 

' Love: Nay, Madam, fince you are diſpleas'd at what I ſaid, 
we'll change the Diſcourſe. Pray, Madam, do you think the 

1 Lord Luck has that Intereſt at Court, that Fame reports 
he {Sb | 

Lady. Lord, Sir, This is a ſtrange wild Anſwer to what my 
. Queſtion was: Let me tell yon, Sir, if 1 have any Merit, 

Wealth, or Beauty, there's one in the World deſerves em all. 
"Ow. Good ! How ſhe. teazes him! | [ Afede. 
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Why doſt look ſo * 


| T 10 1 
Love. But has that one no Fault: Madam * 
Lady. You know him very well, Sir. 
Love. I know him, Madam! 
Lady. Yes, you, Sir. Tis your ſelf, _ 
Love. 'Sdeath ! What will become of me now ? 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. 611 £ 

Lady. What now >? ; 

T4 The Marchioneſs is come to viſit you. 

Lady. Troubleſome Creature. Go one of you and enter- 
tain her quickly. | 

Pru. Which of us, Madam? 

Lady. Go you, Philadelphia, and keep her Company till I 
come. 

Phil. I ſhall, Madam. [Exit Phil. 
Om. Pray, Madam, what is this Marchioneſs? 

Lady. Oh, Sir 1 a moſt eternal Talker: Her Tongue goes 
like the Larum of a Clock ; as faſt, and to the ſame Tune ſtill. 
She's almoſt Sixty, and yet pretends to mi ; and loves 
Courtſhip moſt unreaſonably. Say but a kind thing to her, 
and you win her Heart. The Truth is, ſhe has not much 
Reputation; but the Reſpect I give her, is to her Quality, and 


to her Perſon. But ſhe's an Original in her kind, Sir. 


Love. Oh blind, blind Creature ! She draws her own Pi- 
cture, and Laughs at it. 

Car. Sure, Madam, her Converſation muſt be very pleaſant? 

Lady. She has been much Courted in her Youth': But 
'twould make one die'to hear her boaſt of her Lovers now. 
How this Knight ſighs, and that Lord dies for her; when all 
the while 1 know what Neceſſity the Poor Creature is reduc'd 
to. I would have brought her Bitter, but I know we never 
ſhould have been rid of her. Excuſe me a Moment, I'll ſend 
her away, and return preſently. Your Servant, Gentlemen. 


Exit Lady. 
Gun. How now, Friend What s the Matter 2 bs 
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- Love. I play the Aſs hefe any longer! No; if I do, may 
I turn Pudden to a Rope-Dancer, and ſhew Tricks next Ber- 
tholpmew Fair. 7 | | 
Cun. Nay, but Friend; dear Friend—— >, . 
Love. Tell not me of Friendſhip. What Man would endure 
to be ſo plagu'd as I have been. I have parry'd with my belt 
Skill, -the dangerous Thruſts that ever were made at me. To 
tug,at an Oar, or dig in a Mine in Perrue, is Recreation to it : 
But the firſt time to offer Marriage to me! I ſweat to think 
on it. It made me tremble twice, for fear ſhe ſhould have 
forc'd my Neck into her Muddy Nooze of Matrimony, 
Cur, We have no other way to blind her. 
Love., Tis all one to me. | 
Cur. If thou lov'ſt my Life, Friend, do not forſake me now. 
Tove. Pray Live, if you pleaſe, and give me Leave to do 
ſo too. Should I again be left alone with her, the beſt I can 
hope for is Diſtraction. 5 
Peru. How do you like the Niece? ö 
Cun. She's all Perfection. 8 ny 
Pry. How do you thrive > Do you find her kind, Mr. Cu- 
#119418 ? I X 2: 
Cun. She has promis'd me a Meeting this Afternoon, if thou 
can'ſt but remove the Aunt from us. 
Pre. I'll try what I can do. But Mr. Lovemore is the only 
Man in her Favour. SE ita 8 | 
Cum. Dear Friend, try but this once. | 
Love. Fil be Hang'd,Drawn'd and Quarter for a Fraytor firſt, 
and have my Limbs hung up. for the Birds to feed upon. 
No, no, I have my Belly fal, I thank you, and ſome to ſpare. 
Peru. But now I think on't, where's this Viſcount all this 
while ? His arrival wou'd be of great uſe in this Affair. 
Lowe. Prudence adviſes well: Methinks he's long a coming. 
Cun. Why, you muſt know, there is one Merryman juſt conge 
up out of the Country: He is my Falconer upon occaſion; 


* 


: [ 
* * : 
\ = 
- p 0 
/ 
- — 


the Fellow is bold, and very apt; and has not been ſeen 


much in Town. What think you of him to Act a While, til! 
ſome more lucky Occafion preſent it ſelf? | 
Love. 'Tis a lucky Thought, and may be of uſe. 
Where is nge? | 4 
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Seife In the 1 2 raming down et 


to keep out the Town Air, and making Sport with a ſimple 
Country Fellow he has brought out of the Country with bim 
to ſee the Town; one Clodpole, he calls him. 


Lode. Twould not be amiſs to examine him; and. inſtruct 
him how to behave himſelf, before he is too much known. 

Gef. No body of the Family has ſeen him yet, 'but the But- 
ler; and he, 1 wail will be ſecret. 23 
PII ſtep and call him to you, Sir, if you pleaſe > _ | 

Cun. Do fo. [Exit Geff. 
In the mean time, Prudence, there's ſomething to buy thee a 
Pair of Gloves. 1 [ Gives her Money. 

Pru. Oh, dear Sir! How long have [ deſerved this? - Pleaſe 
to — me any thing within my Power, and conclude 
it done. 


Enter Ceffrey with Merryman ins 4 ble 4 Nabe | 
Geff. Sir, I found him juſt paſling by the: Door 3 and; have ) 


told him part of the Buſineſs: | 


Love. Well, Friend, doſt think thou can'ſ at che Part of a 


Viſcount for a little While? N 


Merr. What ſort of a Lord is he to he 85 uss 

Cur. Oh ! An Amorous Reſolute fort of a Parfon; that's 
much given to love Muſick. You ſhall have 8 t ings that 1 
fitting for a Man of ſuch Quality. | 

Merr, Well, Sir, Let me be once ſet out wih a good Equi- 
page, and leave the reſt to me. | 

Love. Come with us, FORe, and we 11 ang thee fully in * 


thy Part. , 


Merr. Well, gen me but my Cue of Entrance, and let me | 
lone to act my Part. 
Cur. Let's about it then. Chai eee Cubitgam, 
Geff. Prudence tt | 3: ant Merryman. 
Pry. e eee 105 . Bi EI 
One Kip, 5, 07 ai er HS IB v) 5 
Pru. 'Plhaw ! Is that all? g b. kiſes hey 
Geff. All! E fay no more, bat al Y>; 
Ab Pr, rudence, Pru dence 4 © 
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- Prud. Wet damnabla whining Tone haft thou got, ha? 


4 Ge. lam afraid of this Viſcount, Prudence. 2 

4 - Pryd. Away, you Fool; I have other things to trouble my 
Head withal———Farewedl, th 

b Geff. Adieu. l [Exennt ſeverally. 


x ” 20-10 W + eee 
Euter Cuningam and Philadelphia, 


Cun. W Hy, Madam, are you ſo unwilling to Credit what 
ST my conſtant Paſſion. ſo long in vain, has urg'd >* 
Do you not believe I love you? Oh! Did you but know what 
I endure, when you refuſe to hear me. 52 wou'd in Charity 
have ſome Compaſſion on my wounded Soul. wo 
Phil. I dare not hear this Language from you, Sir. 
Cun. What are you afraid of Madam? pak 
Phil. All Men ſay the ſame things, Sir, till they have won 
our eaſie Hearts to Pity, and believe you; then ſtraight you 
flight your Conqueſt, and leave us to purſue our Ruine. 
_ Can, Be not ſo Cruel, to Cenſure all for thoſe Faults which © 
ſome few commit; for all, I muſt confeſs, do not ſtand ex 
cus'd, But, Madam, you cannot be fo great a Stranger to my 
Love, as not to think it Real; or fo great an Enemy to v ur 
own Worth, to believe it has not Power to enſlave a Heart 
that's guarded more ſecurely than mine But no more 
Your Alnt—— Wa | A 1 1 N ws. 
e Jai Enter Lady Laycock. 
enen de 2:5.) n 5 
Lach do Niece, I ſee your ſqueamiſh Stomach can digeſt all 
ſorts of Diet, tho ne're ſo ſtrictly Chargd to the c ntrary. 
Mr. Cui nebam What buſineſs have you with her > ] wondch 
yon are not aſham'd to be always following of her at e975 p74 2D 


, 


1 


and endeavouring to take Advantage of her H Yo, | 
forehorig butip Girl yet, and not fit for the omen eG | ."- 
a Manz, nay, or indeed to be truſted wich he- ahn, ; 

| | RI 4 


1 


you always lock d up in your Chamber; I will ſo. 


by : 8 9 
8 4 * * * % / w y ® * " - * 
7 0 1 
0 » * a S4 * on * 
EY C R - * h - . q Y 
a "1" g 8 = = - l 4 9 — 
8 " » % q \ F © \ 8 9 
| _—_ 9 n * N * . 
8 * i _ bs - . = _ 4 * * 
— * E . pb 
* : . _— 1 
I! - » g "4 - - . 
- d 28 * 14 of - 
„ 7 . . ff + — 4 f 
. * , : ay * 1 
N — 0 A : . -. 
N a 9 * 
" . 


Lad. Go, go, Indeed you are much to blame v What Will 
the World judge, think you? Or what Excuſe can I make, for 
{#uffering ſuch Poings in my Houſe? And you, Huſwife ! How 
dare you Diſobey my Commands? Is this the Reſpect you 
pay to me, and to my Quality ! I believe, in a little time © 
anult make it my whole Imploy to invite home young Gal- 
lants, forſooth, to pleaſure you, whilſt I, as if I were your 
Slave, muſt retire, and wait till you are ſery'd firſt. Tis corye, 
to. a fine. paſs indeed; but I'll put an End to it all, and keep 
. Ph. I told you, Sir, what wou'd be the Event of your 
Projects, but yon would not be ſaid nay. I muſt an In- 
ſtrument to make your Paſſion known, and none ſo fit to be 
truſted with ſuch an Affair, as I: But hence forward, if you 
can't ſpeak for your ſelf, you may Hang or Drown, as you 
pretend, for me, for I'll no more get Anger for you. 
Cun. What does ſhe mean? | 


Lady. What's that you ſay? 


Phil. Mr. Cuningam here, Madam, is always urging me to 


tell your Ladyſhip the Paſſion he has for you. 


Lady. Saucy Slut | 
Phil. As if he con'd not ſpeak for himſelf, but muſt be ſtil 
plaguing me; and Swearing how Jong, how well, and ho 
tenderly he loves you ; _ fighs, and cries, Oh Philadelphia! 
Can 1 Live without her? But ſhe, Cruel as ſhe is, has vow'd 
to Die unmarried. - - : 
Cur. Oh the Devil! What will become of me now? 
Phil. Then Raves worſe than any one in Bedlam; crying, 


And muſt I then loſe her ſo? Oh! Death to all my hopes 1 


| muſt not, cannot, will not! and a thouſand ſuch-like Things, 
-which I'm reſolv'd never to hear again. So, Sir, don't trouble 


me any more, but een ſpeak what you have to ſay to her your 
ſelf. : 2k | | : bei 4 


Lady. Is this true, Mr. Cuningam? I did not think dere 


wis a Man living which cou'd love at that rate, and with 2 


ſuch Conſtancy. FR 
Cu. Oh: Madam! Whatſhall I ay, ſince all is ſtill in vain, - 
Your Vow, your cruel Vow, has vanquiſhd all my Hoes 2 


45 


* 
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. 
then where ſhou d I ſeek for Peace, but in my laſt Retreat, the 
Grave. Farewel ; I cannot bear to ſtay, for every Look adds- 
new Poiſons to my Soul. r 

Lady Stay, Sir have made no ſuch Vow. If your 
Paſhon—— . 

Cun. Oh, Madam! forbear. I know your Goodneſs to be 
- ſuch, that, rather than be the Inſtrument of what may hap- 
pA” you wou'd ſeemingly comply with any thing I can ask. 
Pardon me, Madam, I have been too much deceiv'd already. 

Lady. Pray ftay, Sir, do not miſtake — 


"Enter Philadelphia with 4 Piece Point. 


Phil. Oh, Madam, here's the fineſt piece of Point I ever 
ſaw, and the cheapeſt ; pray, Madam, look at it. 
Lady. Saucy Intruſion. How durſt you come. without be- 
ing call'd > How often have I told you this, you; Minx : Be 
gone, and leave it in the next Room, till L pleaſe to come and 
ook ont. TAY 5 i | 
Phil. Madam, the Woman that brought itis in hafte, ſhe 
bid me tell your Ladyſhip. 
Lad. Let her go about her Buſineſs, if ſhe can't wait, for 
Fll- not come yet. ; Exit Philadelphia. 
How horribly unlucky was this, to diſturb me juſt as I was go-- 
ing to tell him of my Intentions, and of my Concern for his 


Paſſion. f. Ade. 
© Can, I believe I am · troubleſome, Madam. LI going. 
Farewell. | 


- Lady. No, pray ſtay, Sir, I have fomething to fay to vou; 
but that ne Mine pen me. n 4 2 5 
Cur, Oh the Devil! 8 

Lad. But, as I was going to ſay, I did indeed reſolve not to 
marry any more; and when you have heard me out, ybu'll 
ſay 1 had reafon. | 
You muſt know, in my Husband Sir Olivers Days, I Had not 
that Liberty, perhaps, as other Ladies of Quality took; for, 
to ſay Truth, my Airy Temper, and my Youth, at that time; 


made my Husband grow Jealous, tho' without Cauſe, Heaven 


Cun. 


knows. 
. 


II going. 
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re ſwear, if all were of my Mind. Ac. 
Lady. Which made him lead me a very uneaſie Life: 80 
that it made me reſolve on many things at that time, and 


zone was this; That if ever Sir Oliver ſhould die, I never 


-wwou'd marry again; but I don't remember that I ſwore to it: 


* 


Or if I had, you have ſuch a way with you, twould be very 
hard to deny you any thing, Mr. Cuninga —«& 
1 Cm. Oh, Madam — Your Char ity comes now too Yate 2 
I am paſt all Hope. . | 3 
Lady. Oh, dear Sir, ſay not ſo! For ſince you ſay your 
Diſeaſe is grown to that Extremity, that unleſs your Love 


. 


Gare. Talk not of Impoſſibilitics. I know how much you 
prize your Honour: And fince you have vd never to mar- 


5 E ry, I have nothing left to hope for elſe. l 
UTLich. Lis true, Mr. Cuningam, 1 would not have my Ho- 
mour ſuffer ;: hut what remains beſide that I can do, to fave 


on from dat. may be dangerous, ſhall not be wanting. 
* AS | | < 2 


0 Enter Prudence aud Philadelphia. 


Peru. Oh, Madam ! Madam |! The rareſt News 
The Viſcount, Sanns Tarre, whom you have ſo long expected, 
is juſt arrived, ,and is coming hither with a huge fine Equipage, 
Fiddles, - and other Inſtruments. meet Fire #4 he Fu 

Lady. Oh dear! How I'm ſurpriz'd ! I would not have him 
ſee me thus for all the World, Prudence. Set my Curls right, 
-and alter my Knots : Quickly, den't ſtand fumbling—— 
Look if the Paint be firm. . n 1 

Peru. Tis pretty well, Madam; There's here and there a 
Amall Crack, but twill not be diſcern d at diſtanſde. 


* 


©, Lady. Quickly, good Prudence: Put me a little better in or- 


der. You'll Pardon me, Sir; You ſee what a Fright Tm in. 


* 


be more freely granted. 
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Enter the Viſcount ane? Tarre, with MIG. ch, and a 3 
3 3 by Lovemore and ſeveral e | 
con 


nt Sings as he enters. 


A *CAT CH. 


Rom the North I came, 
IVhere I heard of the Fame 
Of the Lad) Laycock s Beauty ; 
I had vaſs'd # for an Aſs, - 
Had I ſtayd where J] was, 
And not done a Viſcount's Duty. 


PD; 7 Oh! Are theſe the Ladies? 

By your favour, Sweet Lady. [Kiſſes 8 
A delicate Morſel by this Hand. 

Madam, I ſee that Fame has juſtly ſpoke your Praiſe: 

You are indeed the Wonder of all your Sex. 

How Fair ſhe is! 

Lady. What does he mean? 

Viſe. Pray, Madam, what young Gentlewoman is that, whoſe 
matchleſs A ſeems to fill the Place with more than com- 
mon Brightneſs? Sure tis ſome Goddeſs, dropt from Heaven 
for Men to Worſhip ! 
Fair Angel, Pardon this rude Attempt : x 
The Honour only of your fair Hand. [Kiſer it. 
For till I touch it, I cannot think you Mortal. 

Lady. Oh, dear Sir! You make me bluſh. 

HV; TA F To Phil.] Pray, Lady, is this pretty young Gentle- 


woman your Niece ? 
Phil. £44 de. ty. This Fellow muſt be a Fool, or he cou d ne er 


miſtake ſo groſly 


Pru. | To Phil.) Now we ſhall have rare Sport. 
Sure he's blind to miſtake you for your Aunt. 
Lov. \ To Phil.) Pray have a little Patience, Madam, and 


you 'll ſee the Event. 
D Viſe. 


3 ee, That 1 dare ks 5 gat. 
FF . + Lay. Which made him dead mea very uneaſie Life: 
3 chat it made me reſolve on many things at that time, Mi 


one was this; That if ever Sir Oliver ſhould die, I never 
wou'd marry again; but I don't remember that 1 ſwore to it: 
7 - Ord. F hai you bave ſuch a way with you, twould be very 
bad to deny you any thing, Mr. Cuningam. 
. Oh, Madam 2 80 Your Charity comes now roots: 
=: fel Ws | am paſt all Hope. 
Laa. Oh, dear Sir; fay not ſo! For lince. you ſay our 
Diſeaſe is grown to that F that. unleſs S your 70 
8 85 meet Neward - W 

35 SOD Cure. Talk not of Impoſſibilitics. 1 Rad how much you 


* 


Bs 1 5 prize your Honour: And fince you have vow'd 1 never to mar- 
8 Fs 1 DAVE nothing left to hope for elſe. 
„ Lucht Lis true, Mr. Cuningam, I would not have my Ho- 
d -nour ſuffer z: Dat what remains beſide that I can do, to ſave 
5 W be dangerous, ſhall not be har 1 
8 e Huter prudence and Philadelphia. | 1 
: Oh, Madara! Nadim 1 The rareſt News-: 
ES The Viſcount, Sanne Tarre, whom you have ſo comm 8 
by - 


As juſt arrived, and is coming hither with a _ fine Equipage, 
— Fiddles, and other Inſtruments. 

Lady. Oh dear! How I'm ſurpriz'd 1 1 would: not have him 
| Tee: me cus for all tlie World, Prudence. Set my Curls right, 
and alter my Knots : Quickly, den t ſtand fum ling ho 

Look if the Paint be firm. 4. : 
Peru. Tis pretty well, Madam; Theres licks and. there a 
mall Crack, but *twill not be diſcern'd at diſtance, © 
©»: Lady, Quickly, good Prudence: Put me a little Getter] in or- 


Cur, Pardon, quotha'! The Devil take me if We ie coun'd 


. more freely , 5 | Lie be. 1 
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der. Loull Pardon me, Sir; You ſee what a Fright m in. 
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LEES 


Ber the V3 rſcount 3 Tarre, with ITY * 2 go 
9 age + Attended by Lovemore and ſeveral Gentlemen. 


22 Sings at he enters, : 


* 


— ͤ 


Rom the North I came, 

Mpere I heard of the Fame 
of the Lady Laycock Beauty; 

2 I had 5 for an A,, | 
Had I flayd where I was, 

And not done a Viſcount's Duty. 


DP; 7 Oh! Are theſe the Ladies? 

By your favour, Sweet Lady. [Koſter 8 el 

A delicate Morſel by this Hand. 

Madam, I ſee that Fame has juſtly ſpoke your Praiſe : 

You are indeed the Wonder of all your Sex. 

How Fair ſhe is ! | 2 
Lady. What does he mean? f N 
Nis. Pray, Madam, what young Seren is that whoſe J 

matchleſs Beauty ſeems to fill the Place with more than com- | 

mon Brightneſs > Sure tis ſome Goddeſs, dropt from Heaven 
for Men to Worſhip ! = 
Fair Angel, Pardon this rude Attempt : | 7 


The Honour only of your fair Hand. [Kiſſes it. 


For till I touch it, I cannot think you Mortal. k 
Lady. Oh, dear Sir! You make me bluſh. : | | 
Vi 2 L To Phil.) Pray, Lady, is this pretty young Gentle. | 

woman your Niece ? 3 
Phil. £46 de. 07 This N muſt be a Fool, or he cou d ne er 


miſtake 3 1 
Pru. | To Phil. Now we ſhall have rare Sport. W 


Bure he's blind to miſtake you for your Aunt. b 


Lov. [ To Phil.) Pray have a little Patience, Madam, and | 1 


you 'll ſee the Event. e 


1 a 


2 Lady; I bleſs thoſe Stars that have direffed me to ſo 
happy a Choice: Therefore few words are beſt, If you like 


me as well as I do like you, cen fend for a Parſon— [To Phil. 
Lady. Hold, Sir, ſure you Miſtake! 


e Now, — Now it works. [Afrde to Phil. 
Viſe. What ſay you, Lady? Shall Wo——_— (ſo Phil. 
Lady. 1 can hold no longer. F/Z 


Pray, Sir. are not you the Viſcount Sauns Tarre ? 
Vifc. Pretty Creature, I am. 


Lady. And come with an Intention: — 

Lise. To make this Lady, your Aunt, happy 4 in a Husband, 
if ſhe pleaſes. 

Lady. | tell you, Sir, Jam that Lady you ſpeak of; and 
that is my Niece Philadely kia. 

Viſc. Ha. ha. ha. Your Niece, quotha ! 
Why ſure you think to put ſome Trick upon me, 
This motherly, grave Lady your Niece | 


No, No; I thank you, Madam, I am not to be perſwaded 
out of my Reaſon. 


Lady. He makes me almoſt mad. 5 [Afde. 
I fay again, that I am call d the Lady Taycoch; 


And that pert Minx my Niece, who was left in Charge with 
me till ſhe be of Age. 


Viſc. Sdheart, tis impoſſible! You look Twenty Years youn- 
ger than that Lady you call your Niece. 
Lady.. Oh, dear Sir ! That indeed may well be : A great 


many _ allow, I appear to be ſomething younger than J 
altogether am. 


Vie. How cou'd I be ſo much miſtaken 
Sure, Madam, you but jeſt with me. 
Lady. Inded Sir, theſe Gentlemen know I ſpeak truth. 
Cen. 'Tis very true indeed, my Lord. 
Viſc. Well, ſince it happens ſo, I like it the better; for to 


ſay truth, I had fix'd my Eye on you at my firſt Entrance. 
Ah! weu'd *twere over once. 


Methinks I long to have thee in my Arms. 
Oh! How I would employ my Faculties, 
And ſurfeit with _— 


What 
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What ay Lady? Never ſtand to confider on't, but ſend _ 


for a Parſon to ſay Grace, that I may fall to. 
Odds ſo, I'm very Hungry Very ſharp ſet; 
I long to be doing. 


— 


Lady. Pray, my Lord, walk in, and refreſh your ſelf after 
our Journey. I was unmannerly not to ask you before. 
\ > 5.99 Come hither, See that all things are in readineſs. 
Qb, Prudence! I am impatient to be alone with him. + 
| | | [Exit Pru. 
My Lord; you will excuſe the Diſorder you have found me. 
in. | EY = 
Viſc. Never trouble your ſelf about it: Join but your Forces 
with mine, and we'll beget a Race of People that ſhall be Im- 
mortal. ARace, that ſhall create a ſecond War with Joe, 
and raiſe Ohmpus top equal with the Seat of him that hurles 
the Thunder. | | 
Lady. No more, my Lord : Pray walk in. 
Viſc. All your Commands are Abſolute. TY 
[Exit Viſcount, leading the Widow, who puſhes out Phil. 
Love. Was there ever ſuch a Piece of Fly-Fleſh ? 
Cun. The Rogue aRed it to the Life; and came very ſeaſon- 
ably to my Reſcue. | 


. 


Had he ſtaid a Moment longer, I had been forced to have 


given up the Ghoſt, _ 
Love. That ever Nature ſhould ſuffer ſuch a Lump of Rub- 
biſh in the World for Men to ſtumble over. 
Cur. Pox on her old mouldy Chops : 
She's for Engroſſing all to her ſelf. 


Ho ſhe thruſt her Niece in before her. 


III in, and try to beckon her into the Garden, if you'll inter- 
poſe, ſhou'd the Aunt miſs her, and follow us. 
Tove. 'Sdeath | Wouldſt have me run into the Lion's Den, 
uſt when I have ſcap'd hisPaw ! 

o, I have hazarded too much already to venture more, I 
thank you: I now have better game in Chace: 
You know pretty Mrs. Brittle, Six Peter Pride's Daughter ? 
(un. What of her? Rp | 
Love. Oh, tis the ſweeteſt little Creature! 
So Fair, ſo Witty, ſo Kind, and ſo Promiſing ! F 
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Im juſt now ſending this Letter, u order to appeinit a Mee 
ting with her: But her Husband is fo Jealous ( as indeed 1 
hope to give him Cauſe for't) his Eye is hardly ever off her. 
I am thinking what way it can be deliver d without ſuſpicion. 


Let me ſee— Wes x5 33 *:,  OFNET:- 
Cur, IL take my Leave 7 for I find I interrupt your Medi- 
tations. | | ; 8 „ 
5 Love. Farewell, my Friend; and may both our Wisfes 
proſper. | [Exit Cuningam, 
Gg wy: „ . 9 | 


2 Emer Geffrey. 
- Geff: Sir. „ 
Love. Caniſt thou contrive to carry this Letic,io a young 
Gentlewoman, and bring an Anſwer, without being ſuſpected ? 
000 doſt, Geffrey, thou ſhalt be well rewarded for thy 
ains. a 4 
Geff. Is ſhe Widow, Wife, or Maid, pray Sir? 1 
Love. Why doſt thou ask? 
Geff. For a private Reaſon I have. 
Love. Well then, to fatisfie thy Curioſity, Geffrey, know 
ſhe's a Wife; a Young, a Handſome, and a Melting one ! 
I am all Extaſſe, and Impatient till I poſſeſs her. 
Good” Geffrey, look on the Superſcription, and about it with _ 
all-ſpeel.”f- ©5-7--- 3 
Geff. I dare not touch it : | 
Don't truſt me with it. | Fe 
Love. Why ſo, good Geffrey 5 
Geff. I ſay again, do not truſt me. . | 4 
Love. Your Reaſon, Geffrey? , : „ 
Ge I don't care to meddle in a Cauſe, where there's a 
Proceſs of Cuckoldom going forward, 6 =6& - 3 
Love. Prithee, why ſo . ©" | | 3 
Ge. Why, Sir, I'll tell you; you muſt know, Sir, I Love 
Prudence, my Lady Laycocks Woman: And I believe there's 
no Love loſt between us; nor do I know how ſoon we _ 
may exchange our Pe Ons for better and for worſe. 
Now, Sir, if 1 ſhou'd be the Inſtrument (by carrying this 
Letter) of your making this honeſt Man a Cuckold N who*- 
i E | _- - KNOWS 
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1 bet 3 return Go ſuch a monſtrous Deed, it may bey 
own Caſe next ; therefore, Sir, I don't care to mettle 1 in't. 
Lode. Give me the Letter again; 1 did but try thee: Thy 
Miſter, indeed, has often told me, how ſerupulous thou wert 
abont theſe Matters, but I neer believ'd i it till now. Stick to 
thy Principles, and be what thou deſerves, thou may ſt come 
to Good at laſt. I have no farther Service. at . preſent. Prithee 
Ie me, | have Buſineſs of moment. [ Exit Geffrey. 
I Nad been finely ſerv d if I had ſent this Conſcientious Rogue. 
What ſhall I do? The Viſcount brought an ignorant Country 
Fellow up with him, that wonnot be ſuſpected in the leaſt : 
'Tis well thought of; UIl-entruſt him, and ſend it immediate- 
ly. Soft—— Wh& comes here? Oh! tis the Kine, 


A. — 


Enter - Barnaby Brittle, + 

You Servant, Mr. Brittle ; is the Lady Lyyeock: at home, can 
you tell ? 

Britt. Yes, yes, I believe the is. 

Love. I have a little Buſineſs, and muſt needs freak with 
her. Sir. your Servant. 3 

Brit. A little Buſineſs, quotha | 
A fine Trade this doating old Widow drives; my Houſe is 
become as common for all Comers and Goers, as the Mal or 
bi »e-Garden: But J ſhall put a ſtop to it in a little time, 1 

lieve. i 


Enter Mrs. Brittle i haſte, dreſs d very Airy; be ſtops "Hh 


* 


Brit. How now—— Whither away in ſuch haſte ? 

Mer. Britt. Em going ab- oad, Husband: Good buy. 

Britt. 25458 hold ; by your Leave, III know for what, and 
Whither, ur ſweet” Ladyfhip 9 


Mer. 5 AG to the Pla ſweet Husband. 
2 2 uh +: To} the Bd b 


II ſhall be! too 
an t get the firſt 
| had as live not 


L & going. 


Britt. 


— 


——x 


* 


(220 p 
Britt. Hold, hold, I ſay; pray Gay, if you Maſe. 
| Mrs. Britt. Indeed MT ny : | 7 
Britt. Indeed but you muſt not go, Wife. 
Mrs. Britt. Indeed, Husband, but IL ſhall. 
Britt. I (ay again, you muſt not. 
- Mrs, Britt, Muſt not! Who ſhall hinder me? 
Britt, Why, that will I, | 
Mrs. Britt. I ſay, No. 1. 
Britt. But I ſay, Yes. 
Mrs. Britt. Don't you pretend toit. | 
Britt, Don't you provoke me, I fay. Is this the Trade you 
always intend to drive? 
Mrs. Britt. Yes, indeed, is it. 
Britt. I ſay. No. | EE I 
| Mrs. Britt. But, I ſay, Yes. Do you think you ſhall keep me 
always ſtifling within Doors, where there's no body to be 
{een but your old fuſty ſelf? No; Ill to the Play, where 
there's all forts of Company and Diverſion ; where the Act. 
ors repreſent all the Briskneſs and Gaiety of Life and Plea- 
=... ſure : Where one is entertain'd with airy Beaux, and fine Gal- 
7 lants, which Ogle, Sigh, and Talk the prettieſt Things in the 
| World. Methinks *tis rare to hear a young brisk Fellow 
court a handſome young Laſs, and ſhe all the while making 
ſuch pretty dumb Signs; firſt turns aſide to ſee who obſerves, 
then ſpreads her Fan before her Face; heaves up her Breaſts, 
and Sighs at which, he ſtill {wears he loves her above 
all the World and preſſes hard his Suit; tells her, what 
Force her Beauty, her Wit, her Shape, her Mien, all join'd. 
in one, are of. At which ſhe, bluſhing, Curteſies low, and to 
her ſelf replies, What Charming words he ſpeaks ! his Per- 
{on's Heavenly, and his Voice Divine. By your Leave, Huſ- 
band, you make me (tay long. | [ 1s going. 
Britt. Not in the leaſt——there will be no great miſs of 
you, if you don't go: And now you talk of Gallants, Bleſs 
us !— What a Dreſs is there! Do you think that: fit-for 
a Tradeſman's Wife 8 
Mrs. Brit. No It I think it fit for Sir Perf Pries 
I am; I arrant you'd have me go abroad 


Daughter, ſuch as + I Jed, 
like one that ſells Butter and Eggs——0Or like one that 88 
eo bh: Come 


f 


=— CO 


5 
9 1 
Come buy my dainty fine“ pickled Cucumbers: No, no, I'm 
reſolv'd to Dreſs—put on all the Airs I cxan—g9o abread—ſee, 
and be ſecn—take my fill of Pleaſure; and nor be ſhut 
up in a Nunnery, to pine and figh, and waſt my youthful 
Days in fruitleſs Wiſhes : No, I'm not ſfo-weary of my Life 
yet, tho” you do all you can to make me fo. And 1 wou'd 
have you to know. tho' you have forced me to Wed my ſelf 
WWI old Ag and ill H:mours, I am not wedded to my 
Grave | tis time enough Forty Years hence to think of that, 
and I have a great deal to do before that time comes; there- 
fore I muſt, and I will go abroad. 

Britt. Stir one Step if you dare, [Spits in his Fiſt. 
If you go to that: III try who wears the Breeches, you or I, 
You ſhall ſtay at home and keep me company; I' ſpcil your 
going to Plays, your Appointments and your Intrigues 
I'll make you know that I am your Husband, and that you 
fhall do what I pleaſe. SdsI1fe What's here todo! What, 


have you forgot your Marriage Vows already? Pray, w' o 


am I? Am I nct your Husband? Are you not married to me? 

Mrs. Britt. N- you forc'd me: I never gave you my 
Conſent. in Word or in Deed. Cou'd you think J was in 
Love with Avarice. with Age and Impotence ? 

Britt. Give me Patience} How! How | 

Mrs. Britt. No, you baſely bought me of my Father and 
Mother. 8 8 

Britt · Wou'd I cou'd fell thee again. 

Mrs. Brit. Like a Slave you bought me, and ſo you intend 

to uſe me, were I fool enough; but Ill ſee you hang'd firſt. 
Britt. Why, what will your ſweet Ladyſhip do? I bought 
you, you fay ? 

Mrs. Britt. Ves; Had you my Conſent? or did you once 
ask it? or if you had, my Affections were plac'd elſewhere, 
and ſo they ſhall remain. 8 3 
In ſpight of all your Threats, and boaſted Power! Il not 
be us'd at this rate! e 

Britt, Good Jack ! NG | 
Me. Britt. I that am a Gentlewoman, deſcended from 
the Worſhipful Family of the Prides by the Father's fide — 

Britt. Ay, fo tis a fign by your Dreſs. Pride, quotha? 


As. 
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Mrs. Britt. And a Gentlewotnfh defcendec from the Ho- 
nourable Family of the Laycocks by the Mother's fide. 
| 5 [he Cries, 
And to be us'd at this rate by an old naſty Shop-keeper. | 
I might have married a Merchant, and have kept my Glafs 
Coach, my Tall Footmen in fine Liveries; have gone abroad 
when I pleasd without controul, viſited Quality, nay took 
place of em at the Play- houſe, and meet with Reſpect from 
the beſt ; and is it come to this? But I'll to my Honourable 
Father and Mother, and tell em all; who, Im ſure, won't ſuf- 
fer their Daughter to be thus abus'd. [ Cries ſtall. 
I-cannot, nor will not, endure it any longer. Exit. 
Britt. This 'tis, for a Tradeſman to marry a Gentlewoman. 
A Curſe on ſuch Gentility ! What ſhall I do? I ſhall be 
damnably plagu'd with her Father and Mother. Well, next 
Month I muſt take up in Bedlam; a Judgment, which every 
Citizen deſerves that marries above his Quality. [Exit. 


- 
—— 


ACT III. 
| Scans, 4 Street before a Glaſs-Jhop. 


Euter Brittle folns. 


WIV ! What a Plague tis to be married! 

Y 1 muſt Incorporate with one above my Quality too, 
and not be content with ſomething in my own Sphere, like 
one that had a mind to live in Peace and Quietneſs; but no- 
thing wou'd ſerve me but a Gentlewoman, although I took her 
with never a Tatter to her Back, forſooth; and now I think Im 
fitted with a Vengeance. Wou'd I were but fairly rid of her 
and her Gentility once, The Devil ſhou'd take all ſuch Genti- 
lity before I'd ever concern my ſelf with it agan. But who 
have we here? - 3 

. 3 Euter 
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Enter Clodpole 4 out of Brittle's Ho 5 uns, about bim as 
N afraid to be ſeen 


Quad. Huſh 1—Soft: n 954 ſees—Hayha, 1 

Dio body ſees! Softly {—Ods my life, Who's that? — Mum * 

Not a Wordõ— [ Is Stealing 
Britt. Friend, hiſt——Friend—Pray ſtay a little; What 

Nufinels might you have in that Houſe? 

dClod. Wou'd you know now? N 1.— Not 2 Word: 
Ha, ha, ha, you underſtand me. 

Brit. But you muſt knoꝗ)]· 

Cod. Yes, yes, I do know already, but am not woch a Fool 
to tell you: You ſhan't get a Word out of me; You under- 
ſtand me, + 0 1 

Britt. Ves, very well, but 

Cod. Softly! not a Word. | 

Britt. | know that; but who was you to ſpeak with i in that 


Houſe ? 

Soffly,—! Can no body hear >: For you. maſt know, the 
old Cuckold of that houſe. they, ſay, is damnably given to be 
Jealous; Iwou'd not for ne're = much he ſhou'd fee 1 me. 

Britt. No, uo, I'll warrant you, | | 
Aud. You muſt not ſay any thing 
Britt. No, no, not a Word. | | 
Lud. His Wife's a main pretty Ong [Rogue, as a den 
wou'd wiſh to lay his Leg over. | 
. Is no body coming? 
Britt. Ell warrant thee brithee go on. 
Cd. What? you. want to know all, do you? But Ill not 
truſt you. Mum! Not a Word: You underſtand me. _ 
Brit. Yes, yes, I underſtand 6a (5 ou well enough but you 
| _ truſt me ; I ſhan't ſay ord. 
lod. Why luck now. 0 ha, ha, Wou'd you, wou'd 
ou? But 2k (hall get nothing, out of me. 1 
warrant you'd have me tell you now, that 1 brought K. | 
ter to the Gentle woman of chaf! louſe— i Foes e 
Britt. Hum! | 2 5 
* And that I deliver 1 it to none but her ſelf—as 1 was 


1 BESS CR Britt. 
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Britt. So. 2 * 1 
*. Cod. You underſtand EY P 
Britt. Ves, yes, perfectly well. | 
Clod. And that 1 ſtay,d for an Anſwer— = 
Britt, Well, and I hope you got one?” her . 
Cod. Mum! not a Syllable! no body muſt know! <1 
ſuou d come to the knowledge of the Cuckold her dad, 
*twould fpoit all. 
Britt, Oh never fear. 
Clod. You'll fay nothing of what J have told you?” _ 
7 Britt. No, no, not a Word. r 
'$ | Clod. For you muſt know. r. Lovemore charg d me, wben be 
1 ſent me, to ſay never a Word. 
. Britt. Is the Gentleman's name Lovemore, ſay you? . e 
1 Cod. Why, do you know him? * 
WO Britt. Oh, very well; a tall, Payer: handfom, wen ind 
8 always very generous. | 
=_ Clod. The ſame, the ſame. 
i" Britt. And lives juſt= | 
„ Clod. At the lower end of this Street on rig) kde of the 
g | 1 way, over againſt the Golden Ball. nh 22 
4% I find you do know him. | 


* 


— 


= Britt. Know him! Why he” 5 my very 200d F Friend. | 

Wh - | A Pox of all ſuch Friendſhip. | Cale. 
i 1 Pie + Odd, he's a fine Gentleman as ever met, with in all 
N 5 

1 W Ves, yes, he's a very fine Sciitferiin indeed. op 
I b I wou'd the Devil had him. Tn 
=  » Clod. He gave me this piece of Gold to ca a Letter for 
BY 


i him, which I deliver d to the Gentlewoman. of t hat Houſe but 
4 | A 
_ -. Britti. Oh, he's 1 very Civil Gentleman; 1 have been long 
7 | acquainted with In 
=» by and what Anſwer did yon oct? 0 | 

15 | 4 Arte 
„ very pleaſing one, TI warrant, you. 5 
Wl Clod.” Softly; you muſt fi not tell 4 Spnable of this to FA 
Ill Husband, nor SF bes {hen fend my Maſter an Anſwer, as ſoon 
is . ſhe can get the Cuckold out of the way. But no bo- 
1 dy mult know. You underſtand me. I 
{18 b 1 | yr — | 
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your Counſel, neyer 0 
ad me fell Aim, he'd meet him this Evening, if 


Britt. Ay.“ 

God. And ke hes ve very eats 6. es- to him, 
for his Kindneſs to her. 

Britt. Ay, no doubt orrt. | 

Cod. And takes it mighty kind of him. 

\ Brite. She does. -q 

Clod, Odd, ſhe's 2 a pretty Bit; 4 0 then there's a banlowe 
Maid that waits upon her, and is Aſſiſtant to her in theſe 
Matters, one Bau Damaris I think they call her. 

Brin. Ay, lite endugh. 

Cod. And you muſt know I like her hugely. She gave me 
Two or Thre#Tech loving Looks, that I am half perſuaded 
ſhe likes me: So that if my Maſter gets acquainted with the 
Miſtreſs, 1 intend to ſtrike in with her Maid. . 

Britt. Oh, all bat Reaſon. 

Clod. But no body muſt know of it. - 8 5 
You underſtand me. 

Well, good buy to you. My Maſter will wonder 1 ſtay ſo 

long. Be ſure you ſay nothing now. 

vou underſtand me. | [ Exit. 

Britt. Ves, yes, I do ſo ; farewel. 

Well, Barnaby Brittle,now thou ſeeſt what comes of marrying of 

A Gentlewoman. I believe thou wilt be married to ſomething 

. elſe 1 in e 4 | little time, if thouart not ſo already; Pointe to 
* his Head. 

Enter Sir Peter Pride, a Lady Pride. . 


Sir pes. You ſeem diforder'd, Son- in- law. 
Britt. And 1 have reaſon to be ſo, if e ever any Man had. 
a alksto' and e 
i ind Hurry. | 
Lady. Good lack! And why fo {hort, Son-in-law ? 
Britt. I ſhall grow taller in a little time, Good Mother-in- 
law, if this Trade holds. [ Points to 2 Head, 
Sir Peter. Explain your meaning, Son-in-law. 
Brit. Twill explain it 1 * LV alks up and down. 
E 2 05” L008: 
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Lady. What, is that Hat of your nad bn you know 
who we are? And the Neſpect due to Perſons of bur Quality, 
good Son- in- law? 3 e e 
Hritt. Ah | wou d I did not; but now I know to my Sor- 
row, ſince you will have me ſpeak, Good Mother- in- law. 
Lady. Will you never leave that ſaucy Word, of calling me 
Mother-in- lar? | ee WET; 
Britt. Good Lord! Why what muſt I call you then? 
Lad). You ought to ſay, Madam, and Sir, when you (| 
to us; or when you ſpeak of us, you ſhould ſay, Sir Peter, 
and her Ladyſhip : For tho! you have Married our Daughter, 
et there is a great deal of diſtinction betwixt you, and Pers 
ns. of our Rank and Quality, -., {4 
Sir Peter. Go to, it is enough for me to bm know his 
Duty, without your Inſtructions. Sure, I beſt know my ſelf 
what to do. Son-in-law, you are an Impudent Fellow to uſe 
us at this rate. How often muſt we put you in mind of 
your Duty and Reſpect, e re you'll: know it? Hence-forward - 
rn to behave your ſelf as you ought, or you ſhall hear on't 
in other ſort of Terms. You muſt not think, becauſe you've 
married our Daughter, that we will be ſatisfied with ſuch in- 
different Ceremonies and Duty you might have paid, had 
you marry'd one equal with your ſelf; nor ought, you indeed 
to ſay, your Wife, when you ſpeak. of our Daughter, 
Britt. Good lack, ! ls not your Daughter my Wife? 

Sir Pet. She is: But you ought not to call her ſo. | 
Britt. I know that too well, now tis too late. I'd give a 
Thouſand Pounds ſhe were not my Wife. 5 

Sir Pet. At itagain ? I tell you, tho you have marry'd her, 

pet, as ſhe is one Danalins, you muſt not Treat her after that 
familiar way. 35 x RY YI 

Britt. You make me mad. Is not my Wife, my Wife? 

Sir Peter, I tell you, tho' ſhe be your Wife, you muſt not call 
her ſo. When you ſpeak of her, as being our Daughter, you 
muſt ſay, Madam. 88 TOE” 5 

Britt. Well, Madam, then ſince it muſt be Madam, I did not 
care if ſhe were a Dutcheſs, fo I were but fairly rid of her. 

Here's ſuch a ſtir about your Gentility, and your Henour : But 

L believe if I had not married your Daughter, and with my 
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pond NB your Eſtate, your Gentility had been 
left in the Min — ff all your great Families, and your 
nice Honour. i Feen | ' | 2 


bir Peter. Then do you think it no Honour to be ally'd to 
the Worſhipful Family of the Prides ? Ht | 
Lady. And to the Honourable Family of the Layecocks ? 
Go, Clown; 'Tis a Shame our Daughter ſhou'd be wedded to 
ſuch a Bruit: We have been told at what a rate you treat 
+ [What is the Reaſon of it, Son-in-law ? 
Britt, Why, you ſhall know, good Mother-in-law. 
Lady. Again at that Aﬀronting way! a 
How often. have you been told to ſay, Madam ? | 
Britt. Well, Madam, then: I always forget theſe ſine Words. 
But, Madam, if you wou'd pleaſe, Madam, to hear me ſpeak, 
you ſhall know Madam, whether I have not Cauſe to wiſh, I 
never had ſeen my Wi———your Daughter, Madam, if I 
muſt call her nothing elſe. | | 
Sir Peter, Well, Sir, proceed. 
Britt. Why, in the firſt Place, I; am in a fair way to be 
made a Cuckold, if I am not one already. 2 5 
Sir Peter. How, Son-in-law 2? Have a Care what you ſay. 
Britt. Believe me, what I fay, I can make appear. FS; 
Sir Peter. Do it then preſently, © 
Britt. Why, She has juſt now receiv'd a Letter from her 
Gallant, and made an Appointment to meet him this Even- 
ing; and judge how {mall a time a Pair of Horns are a 
grafting. | 98 | 
Sir Peter. How: camoyou to know this, SOMn-law 3 
Britt, Why, juſt now I caught the Fellow that brought 
her the Letter coming out of my Houſe ; and not knowing 
who 1 was, I got out of him all the Buſineſs ; and that his 
Maſter, Mr. Lovemore— | 
Sir Peter, Is that the Gentleman's Name ? | | 
Britt. Ves; fo his Man told me. I have often ſeen him 
taking a View about my Houſe, and looking up to the Win- 
dows : And tis plain what his Deſigns were. 
Lac. If this-be true, III tear her Eyes out. 


Fir 
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Sir Peter. Nay, if it be, this good $ 
in vain) ſhall do you Right. b 894 
Where is ſhe, Son- in-la w. 23. f 
Hritt. Within, III warrant, ſtudying what Excuſe to make, 
to get abroad and meet her Gallant. | | 
Lady. III call her to anſwer for her ſelf. | 
Be Com you wrong her not, Son- in-l x. [Exit Lady. 
Britt, Nay; nay, I make no doubt but ſhe is to be believ 
before me: And he ne er wants Cunning to bring her ſelf 
III fay that for her, though the Cafe be ncer ſo plain. 
Sir Peter, By this good Light, if ſhe dare be Falſe to 2 
Marriage Vows, ſhe dies: And that baſe Rifler of her: Fame 
{hall bear her Company. 


Britt. Oh Here he comes ʒ that Spoiler o my Honour: 
That's he. | 


Enter Lovemore ; Sir Peter meets. him: Thy Hare 
each other 1th Face. 7 3 * 
Sir Peter. Do you know who 1 am, Sir ? 


Lowe, 1 don't well remember I ever had much Acquaintance 
with you, Sir. 


Sir Peter. I am call'd Sir Peter Pride. REL 
Love. It may be ſo : I've heard of yow, Sir. 


Sir Peter. My Family, Sir, has ſtood theſe many Years with 
unblemiſh'd Fame an Honour. 8 n lt.” 


Love. Very likely, Sir. 

Sir Peter. How far you have endeavour d to ſtain chat Got: 
leſs Fame, be judge your felt. 

Love. Pray, Sir, Explain this Riddle. | | 

Sir Peter, I have a Daughter, Young, Fair, Well-bred, hen 
Senſe ; ſhe is, indeed, the Wonder of her Sex, and this Man 
whom you ſce here has the Honour to be married to her. 

Britt. Ah! Tis an Honour that I cou'd have ſpar'd. [ A4fede. 

Sir Peter. Now, Sir, I'm told, that yon endeavour to cor- 
rupt her Honour, and defile her Marriage-Bed. Sir, I have 
had the Honour to Command abroad, and with Succeſs both 
to my King and my Country 


Part of all our great Race; even from ¶illiam the Conqueror, to 
this 


As have alſo the Chief 


ie K 
Dont ot 
this preſent Reign, have out unqueſtion d 'Glories ſtood à Pat- 
teh to our yet riſing Fame : And he who dares preſume to 
rob us of that precious Jewel, Honour, muſt not think to ſcape 
unpuniſh'd, though with the Hazard o'th* laſt drop of Blood 
is left to waſh off the Stain. My Daughter's Hononr,. Sir, is 
ear to me, as this vital Air by which 1 breath and live. 
Love. Pray, Sir, who told you this? , | 

believe, me, Sir, what cer I ſay, 1 can quote my 


ir Peter. 
Author for. R$; = 
Love. Then whoever told you, is a Raſcal ; and were he 
here, ld ram the Lie down his Throat, or make him eat a 
Piece of my Sword. abc” K 

Sir Peter. Why he told me — This Man— . 
HT Fan here, juſtified it to my Face, and faid he ha 
Love, How, Sir! Did you frame this abominabſe Falſnood) 
Tis well you have the Honour! to be ally'd to this worthy 


r 


CEE ING er, E 5 7 We 
Enter Lady Pride, Mys. Brittle, and Damaris. 


Tove. Did you, Madam, tell your Husband a ſtrange Story, 
that I ſhould make Love to you, and endeavour'd to corrupt 
your Honour ? 3 3 
Mrs. Britt. I tell him! Why, when did you make Love to 
me, Sir? I aflure you, had you let me know of your Paſſi- 
on, it ſhou'd not have gone unrewarded : Pray, next time 
you ſend, .let it be one that knows how to take more Care. 
However, you have no great Reaſon to Deſpair; for ſince he 
Complains without any manner of Reaſon, I am reſolv'd he 
ſhall have Cauſe : Therefore if you do Love me, Sir, pray 
let me know it, and I do aſſure you, you ſhall not want En- 
covragement : He ſhall not uſe me at this rate for nothing. 
Tode. Madam, believe me, tis all a Riddle to me; for, till 
this Hour, I never heard any thing mention'd like it: I am 


an abſolute Stranger to it. 
. "Ma / | | 2 | Lady. 
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Lach. Do you hear that, you Clown > you not a- 
N ſhany al to abuſe a. Gentlewoman continually, without * 
1 12 
dir Peter. What is the meaning of this, Son- in- law? 8 
Britt. Pray, do but hear me / 


Sir Peter, Troth, n 1 are A very impudent 
Fellow. 


Britt. Hear me but ſpeak > | | AT 4 
Sir Peter. You ſhall not ſpeak. 
We have heard too much already. 

. Mrs. Britt. I am ſure Damaris knows, 1 never r have 

y comes near me, but ſuch as himſelf ; nor never receiv d 
any Meſſage, either by Letter, or otherwiſe 
1 never committed any Crime againſt him, that I know of, 
unleſs f. itting by my ſelf all Day, poring over Two or Three | 
good Books, be an Offence. Speak, Damarit, did I ever 1 
im any Cauſe for theſe Sulf anz and this Ulage.?.,, 
know'ſt all I ſay, or do. 

Damaris. Madam, I know no Reaſon ; nor can I bear to 
ſee the Hardſhip you endure ! Like a barbarous Man as. he is— 
To abuſe ſo g a Lady! ſo Virtuous, ſo Innocent, and ſo 
Pious a * 1 am fare it makes me weep, to think on t.— 
I am afraid he ell break her Heart in a little time, if ——{Weeps. 

Britt. Hold your Tongue, you lade, or Ill make Yau. feel 
my double Fiſt : You are not᷑ a Gentle woman —— 

I may do what I pleaſe with you. TE 

"Abe: Britt, Oh, my dear Father Þ - 8 _ Coe 
I am not able to endure this any longer : ' | | 
Never was any Woman abus d as I am. 

I beg you will do me Juſtice, for I can bear it no longer. _ 
[Exi# crying. 

Lach. Damaris, let's follow her, and endeavour to comfort 
her. Oh, thou Clown, to uſe a Gentlewoman with ſo much 
Cruelty 1 

Dam. I fear he'll be the Death of her at one time or ano- 
ther. | [ Exeunt Lady Pride and Damaris. 

Sir Peter. What do you think of all this Sir? 5 

Are not you a very pretty Fellow? 


+ 
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Come 


FED. 433 | 
Come hither, Son-in-law, ask this Gentleman Pardon, for 
the Affront you have put upon him, in belying of him. 
Britt. How! Ask his Pardon, that .wou'd have made me a 
Cuckold ? | 
\ Love. Sir Peter, pray — 

Sir Peter. I ſay no more Words: He has wrong'd a Gentle- 
an; and the leaſt he can do, is begging Pardon. 

Britt. Tis very well! He Offends, and I muſt ask Pardon. 
Sir Peter. No matter for that, you hear he denies it; and 
tis enough, if a Gentleman unſays what he has ſaid. | 
Britt. So that if I catch him making me a Cuckold, and he 
denies it, I muſt not believe it, becauſe a Gentleman ſaid it. 
Sir Peter. I ſay, you ſhall ask Pardon: Therefore no more 
Words, but dot. 578 
Britt. I ſhall run Mad. 
Well, what muſt I do? 

Sir Peter. Come hither: Take your Hat off — 

Kneel down, and ſay after me. ET 

Britt. Well, ſince it muſt be fo———_ - [Kmeels. 
his tis to be marry'd to a Gentlewoman, forſooth. 

Sir Peter. Sir, I ask your Pardon. 

Britt. Sir, I ask your Pardon. [I the ſame Tone. 

Sir Peter. For the Affront I have put upon you. | 
Britt. For the Affront IJ have put upon you. 

Sir Peter. By falſly accuſing you 

Britt. How ! Falfly aceuſing him! 

Sir Peter. I ſay no more Words. Say after me. 

Britt. Say after me. | | Re 15.9 
Sir Peter. Accuſing you, of having a Deſign to Corrupt my 
Wite's Honour. | 

Britt. Accuſing you of Truth, 

Corrupt my Wife's Honour. 3 
Sir Peter. For which, knowing my felt in the Wrong, I do 
ask your Pardon. LI 

Britt. For which, knowing my ſelf not in the Wrong, I'm 
forc'd to ask your Pardon. 

Love. Well, Sir, upon Sir Peter Price's Account, I am con- 
tent to pals it by this time: But Jet me hear no more Com. 
plaints. [Brittle riſes, and runs UE 

| | | ir 


* 


And having a Deſign to 
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( 34.) 
Sir Peter. Sir, now all is well, I humbly take my Leave. 
= ; 2 [Exit Sig Peter. 
Love. Was there ever ſuch a * #4 as I? For her to 4 
Encourage me to make Love to her before her Husband's Face / 
Nay, and before her Father and Mother too! * 


Oh, I am all on Fire till I have her in my Arms! / 
But Soft! Who comes here? | 


Euter Prudence. 


Well, my little Scout, what News > How fares my Friend? 

Is Philadelphia kind > Where's thy Lady > 

Pru. Where-cer her Perſon is, m ſure her beſt Thoughts are 

{till employ*d on you: And however ſhe may pretend a Paſſi- 

2 for Me, Cuningam, ſhe Loves none but you. Pray, Sir, do 
t try her. e 

| Lo. Oh racking Thought ! I'd rather make Love to a 

Convocation of Cats at a Witches Up-ſitting, than but | 

to her. Where's my Friend > Oh! here he comes, and his 

fair Conſort. | 


Enter Cuningam and Philadelphia. SEE 


Cun. Be not ſo Cruel to ſay, you want the Power: If 
we neglect this Opportunity, which kindly, preſents it ſelf, the 
next, perhaps, may not be ours. 8 

Phil. Would you then have me diſpoſe of my ſelf with- 
out my Aunt's Conſent 2 Do not urge me to that, ſince I have 
promiſed not to wed without it. LIL 

Cur. I ask not her Conſent, but yours: Grant me but that, 
and leave the reſt to Time and Chance, | 

Pru. Madam, how can you deny him that, ſince I know 
vou love him? | | 

Can. Ha! Oh the charming Sound! 
And will you not confent to make me happy ? 
Or do you not believe I love you? 
By all thoſe Fires that burn within my Soul, I ſwear——— 


\ Pry. 
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Pra. Hold I Hold, Sry You have Sworn enough already 
to Corrupt a whole Nunnery, of Sighing, Praying and Wiſn- 
ing young Votaries. Why don't you give him your Hand, 
ſince he has your Heart. I believe you love to hear him 
Swear and———Give him your Hand, or II diſcover all. 
Phil. Well, there tis then; [Gives her Hand to Cuningam. 
zut r promiſe nothing elſe, I fear I have given too much 
Iready. , 

Cur. Oh, Never! Never! Ill pay thee back ſo vaſt a ſtore 
of Love and Conſtancy, as ſhall weary thee with ſtill re- 
ceiving. | | 

Pru. Madam, Madam, your Aunt's behind you. 


_ Phil. Ha! My Aunt ! What ſhall I do? 

Lum. Fear nothing, Madam, but give me your Hand: 
III bring all off. [ Pretends to tell her Fortune. 
This Line ſeems to Point out ſome unexpected Croſs : And 
this Line thwarting the Line of Life, ſignifies a retir'd Life; 
and this joyning with it, ſhews you'll be in danger of end- 

ing the latter part of your Days in a Nunnery. _ 
9 pes [ Widow behind them. 

Widow, How, Mr. Cuningham ! Can you tell Fortunes ? 

- Cure. I underſtand a little Palmiſtry, Madam, and can give 
a gueſs at Phyſiognomy. | 

Widow. Tis very well. | | 
When IF7nter'd firſt, I thought you had been making Love 
to my Nrece: I am glad to find it otherwiſe. But where's 
the Viſcount ? e 

Pru. In the next Room, Madam. 

Love. PII wait upon him: I'd feign try whether his Inſide 
be gnſwerable with his outward Appearance. [ Is going. 
_ - Gun. Nay. prithee ſtay; I can aſſure you, he is not to be 

equall'd, either in Perſon or Diſcourſe. 

x "eg is, indeed a fine proper Man, as one would wiſh 

to ice. es 3 vo 

Widow. Why, really his Lordſhip has Parts. 

 Phil—— You and Prudence go find him out, and bear him 
F a Company 
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(369 
Company awhile, rin wait on hif I, tell him. 


You, Sir, may go with em, if you pleaſe. [ Lovemore. 
Love. Madam, moſt willingly. 


- Cur. *Sdeath !- You won't leave me? Abe to Lovemore: 


_ Love. Faith, but I will ; Doſt think FIl ſtay to endure 2 / 


ſecond Hell ? For if there be one upon Earth, tis being left 4 
alone with her. / : 


Madam,your Ladyſhip ſhall ever Command me. [To the Mid. 
Come, Lady, if Ss pleaſe, the Honour of your fair Hand. 


[To Phil. 
[ Exit with Phil. and Pru. 
. Can. What will beoome of me now ?2 _ (Aſide. 


IVidow. Well, Mr. Cuningam, I have long'd for ſome time 
to be alone with you, «that I might ſpeak more, freely to you. 

Cun. Madam, tis too great an Honour. 

Widow. 1 wonder, Sir, you never think of Marrying : ? 

Cun. Madam, as yet I dare not think orrt. 

Widow. Oh, dear Sir Pray, why ſo? _ : 

Cur. Becauſe I have not well conſiderd it: And I have been 
told, 'tis a dangerous Undertaking, without having well 
thought before-hand. 
Widow. Pray, Sir, why ſhould you think ſo? 
III vow *tis an odd Thought, Sir, tor one of your Underſtan- 
ding: Why, Sir, Il! tell You. 
I have had Three Husbands, and yet I have no great Reaſon 
to Complain : Though in my laſt Husband's time, 1 had not 
altogether that real Satisfaction as I had with the other Two ; 
for to deal freely with you, Sir, my Husband, Sir Oliver Layeock, 
though-he was a-very well- bred Man, yet he had his Humours 
ſometimes, and. would be a little given to Jealouſie, ſo that I 
ſeldom led a quiet Hour when the Fit was upon him. But 
in my firſt Husband's days, ſure never Woman liv'd fo 
happy! I would not a been Unmarried to have had all the 
Riches of the Earth laid at my Feet: But when I-marry'd 
with Sir Oliver, and had once ſeen his Temper, nothing 1 had 
in the World but what I wou'd a given to a been free a- 
ain: And indeed, in my Paſhon I often vow'd, Never, Cf ; 
pleaſe Heaven Sir Oliver W to e ts more. 


Cun. 


Cun. Twas raſhly done. | 
B ut no doubt, were there that Man fitting to merit your Fa- 
vour, and equally deſerving your Perſon and your Eſtate , 
and one whom your Ladyſhip cov'd like; you might, perhaps, 
be perſuaded to break your Vow, and venture once again. 
Mid. I'll ſwear I hardly think it, and yet one don't know how 
one may be tempted ; tho, if I were to be perſwaded, (which 
I will not forſwear any thing ) I know not any one that can 
ſo ſoon perſuade me to it as you, Mr. Cuningam. 
Cun. Death and the Devil ! What have brought upon my 
ſelf ! 1 DIA L Aſide. 
Oh Madam ! you make me blu. Bs 
But, Madam! How cou'd you with Honour put off the Viſ- 
count, who you know loves you, and is come on purpoſe to 


marry you? 

2 Why, I intend him for my Niece you muſt know, 
who no doubt will be much better pleas'd with the Change. 
For, to ſay Truth, Mr. Cuningam, I have always had more than 
a common Eſteem for you, and for your Behaviour; and have 
long fince reſolv'd, that if I do alter my Condition, you are 
the Man alone I have-placd my Thoughts upon. 

Cun. You make me bluſh, Madam. 2 | 
Wou'd I were a League under-ground, or in any Hell but 


this. [ Aide. 
You cannot ſure. E [.I ber. 


id. I vow tis true, and yet — 
Cun. Hear me but ſpeak, Madam? | 
Mid. Tis odd, that Love ſhou'd overpower people at fo 

ſtrange a rate b 

Cum. But I ſhou d be unjuſt to my Friend, who I know loves 
you dearer than his Life. | 

Mid. Oh dear! Who's that I beſeech you, Sir? 


Cun. Mr. Lovemore, Madam. 


Wid. Mr. Lovemore! I'll {wear I don't believe it. 

Cun. Oh, Madam ! tis but too true; as will appear I'm afraid, 
when he knows you place your Affections on any other 
"Man, | | * # 0 . * 4 r | 

Mid. I'll vow you much ſurprize me, Mr. Cuningam; but 
how came you to know it?: Ec 


Cur 
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= ( for, oh ! thou know'ſt her Vow ) 1 ſhou'd be for ever loſt. 


and how he priz'd you; that cannot be expreſsd by any, ex- 


upon my Territories, and invade my Right? 


| — 7 


Cun, Oft has he begg'd me to bear Fim company in ſome 
lonely place, where he wou'd Sigh, and tell ſuch Things of his 
diſtreſſed Paſſion, as wou'd have mov'd the moſt obdurate 
Heart; and when Lask d him, why he did not acquaint your 
Ladyſhip with bis Love, he wou'd Sigh, with Arms a-croſs, 
as if his Heart wou'd force its way through his Breaſt, and 
cry, Oh that's my Grief, my Friend, I cannot- —dare not / 
tell her! for ſhou'd I attempt it once, and meet her Scorn; 


Then ran o're a thouſand Tales of Love, ſo ſoft, ſo moving, 


7 


cept one who loves like him. | 

Wid. Truly, Sir, if it be fo—_ 

Cum. If it be ſo! were your Ladyſhip to obſerve his diſtract- 

ed Throws, you'd pity him. . 6 

Wid. But why ſhould. he not declare it to me ? 

Cure. That's what I tell him, Madam; | 
urging, that your Ladyſhip- But mum! who have we 

re : 8 


Enter Vicount, Philadelphia, and Prudence. 


Viſc. Ba! Whiſpering! And ſo cloſe ! 
I hke it not. ! 

Mid. The Viſcount ! this is unlucky. | 
He looks dilturbd! Good Sir, ſome other time we'll end this 
Diſcourſe. 0 5 [to Cuningam. 

Viſc. Ha! What are you, Sir? that thus dares to encroach 


Mid. Nay, pray, my Lord, be not diſpleas'd : This Gentleman 

ou muſt know, has a Law-ſuit depending, and is come to 
intreat a Line of Commendation from me to my Lawyer. 

Viſc. Enough; I do believe all you can fay. Ah! thoſe 

Byes: of yours | What Looks are there | they enflame my ve- 
TY ul. | F | | | 58 

id. Ah, Prudence, how I long to be alone with him. 
Viſc. Tam impatient of this Delay; when ſhall we be mar- 
ried? . | 


Wd. 
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Mid. Pray moderate your Paſſion, Sir. WIT 
Vic. What, you are afraid of that melancholy Gentleman 

that ſtands ſo ſilent there | 


Mid. Speak ſoftly, I am afraid he hears vou, Sir. 
Viſc. What care I, if he do's. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, the Dancers you ſpoke for, wait without. 
Viſc. Let em enter. Will you pleaſe to Sit, Ladies? 
335 A Dance. 
Mid. Prudence, go tell Mr. Lovemore, Vd ſpeak with him 
this Evening. 5 Exit Prudence. 
Pbil. you may take a Turn in the Garden. And, Sir, if you 
think it no Trouble, you may bear her company. 7 
1 * To Cuningam. 
Cun. Madam, moſt willingly. - - Exit with Phil. 
Hid. Why are you ſo melancholy, my Lord > 
. Fife. Nothing that's worth the naming. But if you'T walk 
into the next Room, I'Il tell you. > 
Mid. My Lord, you are a Man of Honour, and I dare 
traſt my ſelf with you. : 8 | 
Viſc. Madam, If I deſerve it not, may you always keep 


a Whip and a Bell, to ſcourge me from you like a Cur. 


— — 


£48: ) gl —_ 
Z ee 
1 Enter Clodpole and Damaris : 10 gives her 4 Letter. { 


%. 


4 
7 7 


Dam. / OU are a fine Spark, are * not, to diſcover al} 
_ the Buſineſs, and let it come to my Maſter's: Hear. 
ing? 
Clod. Why a ay, that's true, as you fay ; but who wou'd 
have thonght he.cou'd have known WT. 
But now to our own Buſineſs; Damaris. 
1 Dot thou not love me, Damaris? 5 
* Thou know'ſt I love thee with all my Heart. 
I Good lack! How it beats!—Odd, you may hear it thump al 
9 755 over the Houſe. 
Damaris——How canſt thou be 0 hard-hearted 
Dam. Phaw ! Prithee leave fooling. * | 
God. One Kiſs, Damaris, to revive me. CN. be: 
Dam. Pray, Clodpole, be civil. 
Clod. Damaris Canſt thou not ſpare a little bit afore- 
hand? _. | | 
Dan. Of what, Fool? 
- Clod. Why, of ———Odd, you know well enough. What, 
I need not name it to thee. 
Dam. I know nothing of the Matter. 
Clod. Ay, but you do. Why, I ask but a little tiney, tiney 
Bit. Do, prithee now do. 
Dam. Til ſee you at the Devil firſt. 3 
-Clod. Do, Damaris—Spare me but a Bit now; and bate me. 
as much on the Wedding night. 
Dam. No, I thank you, good Clodpole : ; L have too often been 
ſnapt that way already. Aſide. 
But ſee—yonder comes my Lady and my Maſter — with 
me into the next Room; he muſt not ſee yon. 


Clod. 3 * any where, any where: Quickly, good | Dai: 
4 Exit. 
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Euter Barnaby Brittle and Mrs, Bri ttle 


Brite I tell you again, that Marriageis a very Sacted Thing, 
and ought not to be Profan'd at this rate. 
Met. Britt. What do you tell me of Marriage, I have other 
things to mind. _ 

Britt. Truly, I do believe as much; that's the trueſt Word 
; you ever ſpoke : But I think you ought to mind what I ſay: 
Am I not your Husband ? and are not you bound in 
by that Tye, to be Obedient and Juſt i in all your Ways? 


Enter Loremote on the ether fſode, bowing. She ſees 
| bim, and Curte ſies to him. 


Whats that for J What, do you banter me? 

MM. Britt. Keep your Inſtructions for thoſe that want em, 
my Thoughts are other ways employ'd. 

[She Curteſſes, Lovemore bows. Brittle ſees bim not, and. 
thinks ſhe does it in Scorn to him. 


Britt. What, you are practiſin ing your Airy againſt you 

meet your Gallant, are you? And trying how to behave 

your ſelf to him ? But I ſhall ſpoil 5 Defign, I ſhall. 
| e Zows, She Curteſies again. 

Leave off your Tricks with a Vengeance, and mind what J 
fay to you. 17 keeps bowing to her. 

Again, Don't provoke me, I ſay, don't; if you do, you 

A to repent it. 1 _ ae Marriage 

Britt. Iknow it, Dear, you need ſay no more. 

Le takes Brittle e the Neck, and beckons Lovemore, 

\  -who comes and kiſſes her Hand over her Husbands 

"Shoulders all the while. | 

You know, I love you dearly, by this I do. [Kiſſes him. 
Why will not you be fatisfy'd > Had I the World to give, 

It cou'd not make me more ph than this Minute. | 

L Lovemore fri . be 5 Hand. 


| CG J of ' * "Bri 
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thought 'twas too good to laſt long. 


an Anſwer. 
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5 (4 — 
Britt. Ah diſſembling Crockadile ! 
What, now you think to wheedle me. 


- 


Mrs. Britt. Be ſatisfied with this: Hence-forward, if you 


deſerve it, 1 give you my Heart for ever, which, till this Mi- ,; 


nute, I did not think todo. {She ſpeaks to Lovemore. // 
Britt. Ah, wou'd were in your Power to keep your Word. 

Mrs. Britt. Indeed, I will; let that content you: And learn. 
to merit that rich Jewel, which this moment I put within 
your Power. Beckons Lovemore, who bows, and Exit, 

Britt. If thou wou dſt be thus kind always, how Happy 
ſhou'd I be! But that's impoſſible! Wou'd you but think 


i, 


ſometimes upon the Vow you made in Church, that ſolemn 


Vow of Marriage, 'twou'd put you in mind of your. Duty. 
3 How can I think of any thing, when you will 
not give me leave ſo much as to peep abroad for Air? Do 
on think a Woman can ever be in a good Humour, that is 
.ck'd up, and kept from what ſhe likes? But I'm reſolv'd to 
bear it no longer. [be walks backward and forward. 
Britt. lack! What's your Mind thang d already? I 


. 


Mrs. Britt. But hence-forward, ſhan't think to make a 
Foo! of me at this rate. 1”'ll find a way to get out, for all 
your Spies; and then look to't—l'll uſe you as you deſerve. 

Britt. Tempt me no farther, I beſeech you; if you do, I 


ſhall uſe you as you deſerve. Patience! and I have need 


* 


enough of it at this time. 1 r irpt 
Mrs. Britt. lm reſolv'd to encourage every Man that makes 
Love to me. III Kiſs, and be Wanton, ſince you provoke 


me tot. Love, and be belovd and not be ſubject to the 
naſty Humours of an old Jealous !“ can't find a Name 
bad enough for thee [l. He ſpits in bis Hand. 


Brin. Odd, I've a great mind to ſpoil that handſome Face. 


The Devil tempts me ſtrangely : 1 muſt be gone; for if I ſtay, 


1 (hall certainly be provok'd to do her a Miſchief, ¶ Rams of. 


Enter Damaris with 4 Letter. 


Da. I waited, till my Maſter was gone, to deliver you this 
Letter; Madam, Mr. Lavemore's Man is within, and waits for 
3 3 wy Mr.. Britt. 


rr : 


erin, —— ” — — 


N 


Mrs Wee Date. Damaris, quickly. 

Dam. I need not + by you read it, ſince you know 1905 

whom it comes. 

Mt., Britt, Oh! tis extreamly pretty, ' Damarir. Tl in, and 

' write an Anſwer preſently. I Ex. 
Dam. So, ſhe has ſnapt the Bait at the firſt An gling; how 

ſhe'll * clear of the Hook, I know not. Ha! he's "here wm 


\ GE! 
Enter Lovemore and Clod pole. 


7 FOR 5 Mrs. Damaris, Im glad to ſee yan : Is your 
Lady within 

Dem. Yes, Sir, writing an Anſwer to your Letter, I ſuppoſe : : 
You ſee, I 980. --ex'd 3 it with Care. 

Love. Oh, I underſtand you, there's for thy Pains. | 
Ag [ Gives her Money, ſhe puts her Hand behind her, and takes it. 
Dam. Oh, dear Sir, by no means. But ſince you will have 

it ſo, pray Command me. 

Love. Canſt thou contrive to let me ſpeak with thy Miſtreſs? 

Dam. If you pleaſe, Sir, ll ſhew you to her. 

Love. Thou wilt oblige me for ever. [ Exit Love. and Dam. 
_ Clad. Hiſt! Dames; 5 I ſhall have a rare Wife of 
her, if ſhe gets 11 575 ſo faſt. Here's a piece of Gold 
without tlie feaſt Trouble, as they ſay: But "RY 3 11 
: have we here? 


Enter Brittle. 


Oh! are you there,Mr. Babbler you are a pretty Fellow indeed; 
you have made fine Work | You cannot be told a Secret, but 
you muſt tell the Husband preſently. You underſtand me. 

Britt. Who, I tell the Husband, Friend! 

Cod. Ves, you; but I'll ſee you hang d before you ſhall get 
any thing more out of me: You have made fine work ! All's 
ai over d The Cuckold, her n. knows all the Buſi- 

8. 

Britt. Well, but —— 


- *Cled. You may as well bold your Tongue, for you han B 
bet a a Word out of 1 me. 


8 -» No, 


* — ** — — es — — — — 


No no, I have found you out Titb 


ſuch a Fool. No, no, you'll tell the Husband a 


0 44 * © 


itt. This Fellow may be uſeful to ff it to be Hider 


and Mother: III try to bribe him. Aſede. 
Why look you friend, Tm dy Put# bi bis and in Picks 
Matter is "1 to give im Money. 


Cod. Mum! Von underſtand me. 
I know what you'd ſay now, but *twill not do. You'd have 
me to tell you what I know, but Mum oftly — 7 2 
Word. IIl warrant, you'd have me tell yr what N ſne 


gave to the Letter. 


Britt. No, no, Friend; but 
Cad. Softly -+— 
think I'll tell you now, that 50 Wife proniixe}fo meet him, 
and that Fs are together now in 3 Roci; but Fm not 
ain; you can- 
ll get nothing 


not be Secret, and ſo good buy, to you: You 


out of me. You underſtand me. Exit. 


+ Brats.. Im ſorry 1 can't make that uſe of him as I intended z 


but however. he has diſcover d ſomething to pak that may do 


as well: He ſaid, her Gallant is with. her now ez I'll liſten, - 
b Goer to the Door. 
0b Sadneſs) * tis but Gs, us Here's fine. Doings. © But I'll 

nd for her Parents: Now they ſhall ſee who's in the Wrong, 
and who's in the Right. She 222 t ſcape me now, unlefs the 


Devil aſſiſt her; and ſee where they come, in a lueky Hour. 


Enter Sir peter pride, and 2 Pride. 


ane e law you're welcome a5) you, Madam, I'm glad 
you are come, I was juſt going to fend for you. 
Sir Peter, Why, what's the Matter, Son- in-la c? 
Britt. Now you ſhal] ſee what a fine Daughter, you have. 
Sir Peter. What | more Complaints! What, is the Reaſon, of 


all this? 4 Dig 


Britt. Do but hear me, and you ſhall know. Mo 
Here has been her Gallant, and D ans 
Sir Peter. Son-in-law, II not believe. it: will you: Never 
leave this fooling ? Well hear no more. 
Britt. No, no, I knew you wou d never believe a Word T 
„ _ tay; 


-You ſhall get ngtbing out of r me. "yoo | 


FA 


/ 


* 


1 bot ſhe can diced, becauſe ſhe's a Gentlewoman, | 
forſooth : Now you {Pall fee what a Gentlewoman 1 have got 
for a Wife. I have her fiſt now; faſt in that Room with her 
Gallant, and that I hope will convince you. 

Lady. Tis falſe, thou baſe Villain: I know ſhe ſcorns to 
do ſo "bats a Thing. 15 
Britt. Pray now, don't believe me. but walk in: If you find 

not true, never mind any thing I ſay, as long as I live. 

Sir Peter. Lead, Son-in-law : If I find em together, by this 
good Sword they both ſhall die. 

Lady. But if *tis not ſo, which I do believe *s My your 
Jealotfic again, look to your ſelf Son-in-law, I'll ſuffer theſe 
Affronts no longer. 

Britt. If they are not there now I am a very Villain. 


\Come albog- 8 Softly— | | [They alt go in. 


 Sexnz Changes to a C hamber, and diſcovers Love- 


more, Mrs. Brittle and Damaris. 


Love. You queſtion your own Power, when you miſtruſt 

2 Honour, Madam: Such Charms can never want force to 
allay all Tho ughts of wronging ſo much Goodneſs. 

A. Britt. Well, Sir, I do believe you to be a Man of Ho- | 
Nour, and hope you will not wrong my good e, | 


1 Sir Peter, Lach Pride, and Brittle, debe them. They 
grow enray'd to ſte em together, and Wale Signs of Revenge. 


Sir Peter 15 his Hand upon his Sword. 
Therefore megt me this Evening at the Garden Door about 


Nine, and there well diſcourſe farther: If I 6nd what you 


fay be real, perhaps: 1 may be n upon to venture far- 


ther. 
ou bleſs me! ie, ber Hand. 


Love. Madam, 
Britt, Have a tle” Pais li, 2 


Let's draw nearer; ànd hear what they . [They go nearer; 
Dam. Oh, Madam! Madam! my Maſter, Sir Peter, and my 
. are juſt behind you. 

| Mur. 


Mrs. Britt. Ha | Undone for ever“ 
Love. What will become of me then ? Fe 
. Mrs. Britt. Let me alone to bring it off. [To Love. aſide. 
Be not you ſurpriz'd at any thing I ſay ; but ſeem to hu- 
mour it. _— 
I'll hear no more. [Seems to be Angry with Lovemore. / 
What do you tell me of your being amaz'd ! Did you ever 
ſee any thing in me, that cou'd encourage you to believe, 1 
was that Woman you took me for? I'll warrant you thought, 
| becauſe I ſeem'd to give you Encouragement before my Hus- 
band yeſterday when he had enragd ms, that I was in 
Karnal 2 [_7 hey over- hear; ſeem angry, and to tbreaten 
9 — Brittle, who pretends N Signs to Excuſe 
| himſelf. 7 a 
Love. What mean you, Madam ?  [Confuſedh. 
Mrs. Britt. But you will find your ſelf deceiv'd : For tho” 
my Husband gives me Provocations to uſe him at any rate, 
yet, Sir, I'd have you to know, I ſcorn Revenge ; and will 
not be brib'd to ſtain my Honour, though all the Wealth of 
the whole World were laid at my Feet. 
Lady. Do you hear that, Son-in-law > [They ſtill threaten, 
Mrs. Britt. No, Sir, my Honourable Pa- he looks ſneakinely. 
rents brought me up with the ſtrifteſt Care: Taught me the 
nice Paths that lead to Everlaſting Fame and Glory : And he 
who dares attempt to make me loſe my Way, deſerves to be 
us'd thus, thus, and thus, Sir. 
[ Gets near Sir Peter; ſnatches his Cane, and 
runs at Lovemore, who gets behind Bittle : 


She beats Brittle unmercifully, while Love- 
more gets off. 


Britt. Oh, Hold Hold! What, will you Murder me 


| [Brittle rubs his Shoulders. 
Sir Peter. Troth, Son-in-law, ſhe ſerv'd you right. 
Lady. You have not half what you deſerve : 
And I cou'd find in my Heart to 
Sir Peter. Let him alone: I'll Correct him. 
Son- in-law, you are a very Impudent Fellow to uſe your 
Wife thus. What can you ſay for your ſelf ? 
| Tg [eels his Arms and en 
ritt. 


— 


— 


„ 
Britti. Say for my ſelf? Why, I ſay 'tis all a Trick 
And a Contrivance to blind the Matter. 
Sir Peter. Is it not plain, you have wrong'd her? 
Do you not ſee, ſhe is a Virtuous and a Good Wife? 
# a. Too good for him. a Clown. 
4 Britt. Well, well, I am over-reach'd, I ſee. 
Sir Peter. Son-in-law, I charge you, let me hear no more of 
this. And inſtantly ask your Wife's Pardon. 
Britt. How, Sir! | 8 
Mrs. Britt. Oh! Let him alone ; 'twill be to no purpoſe. 
I'm a little ovt of Order. | 
Damaris, Lead me to my Chamber. F{Exennt with Damaris. 
Sir Peter. I ſay, follow her, and ask her Pardon. 
Britt, If I do, the Curſe of Cuckoldom fall upon me. 


| [ Runs out another way. 
Lady. Ah, graceleſs Clown. 
Come, Sir Peter, let's follow, and ſee how ſhe does. [Are going. 


Enter Prudence. 


; | 
Pry. Madam, my Lady preſents her Service to your Lady- 
hip and Sir Peter; and would deſire your good Company at 
a Ball the Viſcount treats her with. AF 
Lady. Our humble Thanks to her Ladyſhip. 
We will not fail to wait upon her. 


[Exennt Sir Peter and Lady. 
Enter Widow, meeting Lovemore. 
Widow. Oh, Mr. Lovemore ! I have expected you; I am glad 


you're come. wy 
Lowe. Madam, your Ladyſhip does me too much Honour. 
Pray, Madam, when ſaw you Mr. Cuningam ? = | 
idow. Oh, Sir! He has told me all. EB 3 
And now you talk of Mr. Cuningam. Prudence, go find 
out my Niece, and have an Eye over her. Exit. Pru. 
Well, Sir, 1 am ſorry you ſhou'd make your ſelf ſo great a 
Stranger to me: In fuch Cafes I am not vngratetul. And 
- Where Love is real, theres a double Obligation. 


Tt ove, 


* m p, 
A > . * — * 
1 , 1 Oe . 04 2 = . 
* * I p . * 
9 
- / : 
Of. 


| 8 | 


Love. Ha! What does ſhe mean by Love and double Obli- 
gations? _ 5 1 
Widow. I ſee, indeed, you ſeem to be in ſome Diſorder, that 
I ſhould know itz but had you let me known it ſooner, I 
ſhoud perhaps have ſav'd you a great many Sighs and Heart- / 
Achings, which your Baſhfulneſs has caus'd. / 
Love. Sure ſhe's Mad ! [Ade] Madam ——— _ - 
Widow, And yet tis never too late to ſerve a Friend; and 
one that loves ſo dearly : Nor am I yet ſo far engag'd, but I 
can Pity, nay make Return, when Love is ſincere, and ſo con- 


. tant. : | 
Tode. Madam, you much amaze mei! 
Nor can I guefs what you drive at! E Noah. A 

Widow. Ah dear Sir! I know you are unwilling to fet me 
know it: But ſhall I be ſincere in asking you one Queſtion ? 

Lowe. Moſt freely; ſo it be not any thing that leads me 
farther into the Dark. 4 teten DOS 
Widow. Do you not love me, Sir? 

Love. Love you, Madam! why truly I hate no body. 
_, Widow. Well, but love me fo, that it much diſturbs you, 
and that you fear I am engag'd to another. 

Tode. The Devil take me if I ever lov'd you, or can think 
„ ( i 

Widow. Nay, I was told you wou'd deny it. . 
But pray, Sir, tell me truly; for indeed, Sir, I am ſorry yo 
thou d ſuffer for my ſake: And ſhould you do other ways 


than well, I vow it would be a Means of giving me diſqufet 
as long as I live. wah | 


Love. Pray, Madam, who told you this? 
© Widew. Your Friend, Mr. Cuningam, who is much concern'd 
for you, Sir: And fince you find it is difcover'd, you need 
mot be aſham'd to own the Truth. — LLDER. 


A 


Enter Prudence, and liſtens. - 


* 
— 


Lure. Faith, Madam, to deal freely with you, you're abus d: 
for hang me if ever I had a thought that way, nor do 


I love you, ox ever can. 


Widow. 


1 

Widow. You're pleasd de merry, Sir ; but I muſt tell you, 1 
have obſerv'd it in your Looks; and fince it is fo, own it 
boldly to the World; and I promiſe you, III not be aſham d, 
nor diſown mine. Come, come, Mr. Lovemore, yos muſt not 
deny me that; for ſince I dare own it, why ſhou'd you think 
It ſtill. amiſs? 4 


*% 


Love, Well! Since all muſt out, Fr to hear me. 
Mr. Cuningam has begun, and I muſt make an End. 

You muſt know, Madam, Mr. Cuningam loves you to that de- 
gree himſelf, that he's aſham'd, knowing how near a-kin he 
is to you, to let you know it, and ſo has form'd this Story 
upon me, the better to make for him. 

Widow. Mr. Cuningam a-kin to me, Sir! 

Love. Ay, Madam, your Nephew, your Brother's Son, 
whom he had in Paris by Madam Dolone; but for ſome Reaſon 
he fince has chang'd his Name. 

Widow. Truly, Sir, you ſurprize me much! My Brother in 
Parzs I heard had a Son, but what became of him I know not. 

Love. Madam, this Cuningam, my Friend, has the Misfor- 
tune, (Misfortune I think it, and he thinks ſo too, becauſe he 
loves ſo dearly) to be related to you. N 

Widow. I'm ſorry, if he does love fo well, that he ſhou'd 
be fo near a-kin. FIR 

Pru. Madam, Mr. Cuningam is juſt come in. 

Love. I'll leave yon, Madam, for I have a little Buſineſs 
that I muſt difpatch ; beſides, twould not be convenient 
for me- to interrupt what Diſputes you Two may have. 
Hidow. Sir, your Servant. 

[4s he goes out, meets Cuningam ent ring. 


Leve. Had you no body to put your Tricks on, but me? 
But I think 1 have been even with you. DLExit Love. 
Cur. What can he mean? = ITWEZ | 
Widow. Mr. Cuningam, you do not deal like a Friend by me; 
you might have truſted me with a Secret of greater weight. 
Car. I do not underſtand you, Madam! | 
[ Afrae. 


What has he been ſaying to her ? | 
Widow, You knew one Mrs. Dolone, I ſuppoſe ? 
(un. What ſhall 1 fay now?. © [ Apde. 
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As. 


P. Was your Brother, 480 Mrs. Dolone's Husband, Ma 
dam, and Mr. Cuningams Father? 

Widews Who bid you ſpeak? Yes he was. What then? 

Carr. Oh, I begin to ſmoke it. Ade. 

Pru. Nan Madam, but then Mr. Corningam | is your Ne- 
hew. 
, 1idow. Indeed, I wiſh he were not; but ſince it is fo, 
we muſt be ſatisfied with our Fate, Mr. Cuningan ; though you 
are much to blame, Sir, you did not let me know it looner,, 
before Matters went fo far. 

Cur. Madam, I confeſs my Fault, and do ask your Lady- 
ir $ Forgiveneſs. 


Enter Philadelphia. 


Widom. Wen, Mr. Caningam, ſince you are my Nephew, 
we may venture to 3 without a Bluſh. 
[She embraces him. 
Phil. Is Mr. Cunigam your Nephew, Madam? 
Widow. Yes, Miſtreſs bert; What then? 
Phil. Then he's my Coufin, and I may embrace him too. 
LRuns and embraces each other, 
Cum Ay, my dear, dear Couſin. _ 
Widow. Why, how now, Sr. Impertinent Slut ! 
How dare you take this Liberty ? 
Phil. Why, is there any harm in embracing one's own 
Coufin > 
Widow. Get you in, Huſſey, and dare not to come but when 
1 call you. » 
Pro. He's none of your Couſin. Madam. 
[Afede to Phil, 9s ſhe goeg out. 
PET. I know it. I met Mir Lobemore laughing by the way, 
| who told me all. Adien, my dear Couſin. . 5 
Cum My charming Couſi in, farewell. 
Widow, III (wear, Mr. Cuningam, you ſpoil that Girl. 
| Methinks you embracd her ſomething of the hardeſt. 
TC.ees diſturb d. 
I call her Girl, and yet ſhe's near Five and Twenty, 
But as 1 was Boing to tell you, Sir; You muſt know, this 


Brother 
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Brother was not, indeed, my, own. Brother, but ſomething a- 
kin afar off : He was my Firſt Husband's firſt Wife's Brother, 
and no kin to me. But becauſe my Husband usd to call him 
Brother, I wou'd ſometimes do ſo too; and by this Means was 
thought, by thoſe that knew no other, to be my Brother. 

Pra. Then he is not ſo near a-kin, but he may marry your 
Ladyſhip ? we 

Cun. Oh Il——— | [Sighs. 

Widow. Why, truly, Mr. Cningam | 


Enter Geffrey in haſt. 


Geff. Sir, your Lawyer bid me tell you, your Cauſe is juſt 

3 on; and if you do not appear, you'll be Non- 
uited. 5 

IVidow. Dear Sir, do not neglect your Buſineſs, nor let your 
being a- kin trouble you. Et 
When next, I fee you —— _ 

Cun. Oh, Madam! Wou'd I had never ſeen you, then I'd 
been happy z but where the tye of Blood bars our Hopes, 
there's nothing but Deſpair in view. Madam, farewell. 

Find ſome way to.-excuſe me, you Dog, or Ill cut your 
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Throat. | [To Geffrey, as he goes out. 
Geff. What ſhall I ſay ? . 


My Maſter has begun a Lie, and I muſt end it. 
' Widow. Come hither, Gefrey. Doſt think thy Maſter loves 1 
me ſo well as he ſays? tg g | 
Geff. Faith, Madam, I believe he loves your Ladyſhip but | 
too well: But Mr. Lovemore dies, unleſs you take pity on | 
TWidow. Doſt think he loves me better than tliy Maſter > 
Geff. Oh, Madam! They ought not to be 1 
Mr. Lovemore, poor Gentleman, is perfectly beſide himſelf a- 
bout it. 5 5 3 
Widow. Didſt ever hear em talk about me? : 
Se. A Thouſand times; Mr. Lovemorean talk of no- 
thing elfe. Oe . 
Widow. 'Tis ſtrange he mould deny it to me. 
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Gef You muſt know, Madam, my Maſter was in love elſe- 
„ wi + Bis 
Widow. How, Geffrey ! 3 | | 
Geff. If your Ladyſhip will have Patience to hear me out, 
you ſhall know the whole Story, "bb. 1 
Widow. With all my Heart, Geffrey. 5 
Geſf. Why, you muſt know, Madam, my Maſter had the 
Misfortune to quarrel with a Gentleman, who urg'd him to- 
fight: My Maſter kill'd him: Upon which, he was forc'd to 
change his Habit, and his Name From (Cuningam to Boot fue. 
But thinking it not ſafe to ſtay here, fled; and in his Jour- 
ney happen d into a Viſcount's Caſtle; but the Viſcount was 
e a journey: However, this Viſcount had a very beauti- 
ul Siſter, that had the Command in her Brother's abſence 'Y 
ſhe entertain'd. my Maſter very ſplendidly :. At laſt he. fell in 
love with her, and ſhe with him. 5 
Widow. Methinks ſhe was very forward, Gefrey. maps 
Geff. She was ſo, indeed, Madam, for before my Maſter- 
left her, ſhe prov'd with Child. : 
F:dow. How ! with Child, and not married, Geffrey !. 
Gef. My Maſter had promis d her Marriage,” Madam. ; 
Widow. Oh, the impudent Creature! And thy Maſter was- 
to blame, not to keep his Word, Geffrey. | 
Geff. Not at all, Madam, when you have heard all. 
 Yow muſt know, my Maſter: grew jealous. of one of the Ser- 
vants, as indeed he had reaſon : And one Day: pretended to 
ride out, and he ſhou'd not return that Night, but left me to 
let him in when the Servants were all a-bed, which I. did: 
Going up to this Lady's Bed-Chamber, and not being expected 
that. Night, found the Servant in Bed with her. 
. Widow. Unheard-of Impudence!? | | 
At firſt I was going to condemn thy Maſter, for deceiving a 
young Creature; but tis likely, he was not the Firſt that had 
to do with her * 2 | 
Geß Very likely ſo, Madam. Next day, my Maſter was 
for packing up his Awls, and for going: She cry'd, and 
urg'd his ſtay, and his Vows to marry her. 
#idow. He had been more to blame to have done that. 
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Siſter in Tears, won'd know the reaſon; was told all: He 
ore, if ever he cou'd get hold of him, he'd Hang him at 
bis Caſtle Gate; but my Maſter was got off ſafe. What it 
will come to, if they ſhou'd ever meet, I know not; but fear 
the Event. oo WE = Py | 
Pru. A well invented Lye the Rogue has told. O Apade. 
What was this Viſcount's Name | | | 
Geff. The Viſcount Sam- Tarre, I think he was call d. 
Pru. The Viſcount Sann.-Tarre 8 
Mid. Why, he's in this Houfe. 
Oe What, in this very Houte? 
Pru. In this very Houſe ; in the next Room, 
Geff. Ah, my poor Maſter! he's but a Dead Man, if hes 
found ; for he certainly be hang d. | 1% 
Fru. Here he comes. Hold your Peace 


Enter Viſcount. 


Mid. My Lord, your Servant. I Have a Queſtion to ask of 
*. What ſhall I do to make him underſtand? [| Aſide. 
Humour her in all ſhe ſays, my Lord, r 
Viſc. Ask what thou wilt, I'll deny thee nothing. 
Mid. You had a Siſter. 4, 195 
Viſc. I had ſo. Go n. n | 
id. And ſhe unfortunately was wrong'd by a baſe Fellow. 
Diſc. What muſt I ſay next? F 
Prud. TIwas not well done to debauch her, and than to 
leave her ; but woe be to him, if your Lordſhip catch him. 
 Vife. If ever I do find the Son-of-a-Whore, 1 hang him 
at my Caſtle Gate. 5 | 
Mid. He was very much to blame indeed; but yet, all things 
conſider d, he was not in all the Blame neither, counting 
what a Trick ſhe play d him. He had reaſon to queſtion, whe- 
tber the Child was his, or not. 
Fife. Tm quite at a loſs. Oh! Tell me what I muſt ſay next. 
IIIIl. Faints into Geffrey's Arnis, who inſerutFs him. 
Gef. Take it in your Ear, my Lord. O Aſede. 
Mid. Help, Prudence, my Lord faints. a 
SE | ' . We 


< 
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Pru. Pray, Madam; don't come too near, but give him Air. 


{Prudence and 9 tel him what to ſay. 
Mid. Oh ! he recover s. 
. Viſe. Give me a little Air. I beg your Pardon. 1 never heat 


my Siſters Wrongs mention d, but it puts me in diſorder 3 but 
if ever I do light upon the Villain, woe be to him. 
Mid. III try to get his Ppardon. [ Ace. 
My Lord, methinks her Crime being the greateſt, you mighs 
pardon him. 
Viſe. What ! Pardon him that has deflowr'd my Siſter, got 


her with Child of a Baſtard, and ſtain'd the Honour of our 


— great Family! No, tho all the World ſhou'd - p! end for him, 
Ill not forgive it: He Dies. 


id. Good, my Lord, for my ſake. 


_ Viſe. Tis all in vain, Lady. Tm told he's now in this 
Houſe, and has chang d his Name. But if 1 find him — 


[ Draws.” 
Mid. Oh hold, my Lord, I muſt ſave him. U Aſode. 
My Lord, I have but one Requeſt more. | 


Viſc. Twill be in vain: III have Rev : 
Fru. Tell him, you 1 [OOTY him, . and try what 


that will do. 0 92 to the Widow, 
Wid. Give me this G Life, and : am content to 
be your Wife; otherwiſe- 


iſe. Tis a "bard Requeſt, but to, ſhew how much 1 love 

you, upon that Condition 1 grant ii. . Puts up hig Sword. 

Vid. Or, if you think fit, you ſhall have: my Niece Phila- 
delphia, apd with her I' pon, you Ten thouſand Pounds. 


3 8 think my Love ſo poor, that twill be brib'd? 
Nay then, recall my Promiſe. He dies this Hour. 


{| Draws, and Farc has about. 

Pru. Oh, pray, my Lord, forbear, my Lady did it but to 
try ou | See, you fright hes. ic re: 

2 id. Well, my Lord, ſince it muſt be ſo, my Chaplain i is 


within, I'm E be ſnou' d make us. one, make good but 
| your Promiſe. 


Viſe. I confirm it ER . [K. 2. ber. 


Pru. My Lord, the Dancers are "ready to begin, and all the 
Company ſtay for you. L MIT, 
| Viſe. 
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Viſc. Let em enter And begin when they pleaſe. 


Enter Sir Peter Pride, Lady Pride, Lovemore, Mrs. Brittle, 
| Cuningam and Philadelphia. 


Love. Well, Madam, I rely upon your Promiſe. 5 1 
. | [To Mrs. Brittle. : 44 
Viſc. Come, Gentlemen, and Ladies, pray Sit. [ They Sit. 


4 DANCE. | 


After the Dance, Eurer Barnaby Brittle, who runs after his Wife ; 
they get between, he gets hold of her, and carries her off, 
ter Speaking, - 


Brit. Here's fine Doings! But Fl ſpoil your Sport. What f my 
Houſe is become a Muſick-houſe, is it? But, Gentlewoman, I 
have ſomething to fay to you within. | 

Om. How now! What's the meaning of this? 
Britt. I fay, my Wife⸗ | . — 

Om. What of your Wife? 2 
Britt. Shall keep me company, if you pleaſe. 

Om. You company! =o 
Cun. What's the matter with the Fellow? ha! 

Britt. Come along, I fay. What's here to do! EO 
Is not a Man's Wife his Wife? And may he not do what he 
will with her? T 
Sir Peter. He's at his old Tricks again. 3 

Mid. Come, lets in, and endeavour to appeaſe him; and 
then end our Mirth with a Banquet. n 

Om. We attend your Ladyſhip. 5 

id. Pray, my Lord, do me the favour to lead my Siſter in. 
Come, Gentlemen. ee 

Viſe. Hold there, I will not part with you; I have Two 
Hands, Madam, and can lead you both. + [ Exeunt Omnes. 
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Euter Cuningam, Philadelphia 4 Gelfrey, | 


G. Ear nothing; by what I cou d learn, by this t time the 
= Ln is gone to her Chamber, or near 1 


Cun. 112 we may have Time to talk more freely. 

Phil. All is not fo ſafe as you imagine. I fear another 
Storm before we yet can Land. 1 know not by what means, 
| but the Viſcount is diſcovered to be a Counterfeit, which I 
1 | have all along ſuſpetted , but whether tis come to the Know- 
3 ledge of my Aunt yet, I know not. 

un. Therefore let's loſe no time, but tye that Knot, which 
joins our Hearts and Hands for ever: That once over, we 
have no farther need of the Viſcount. 


Enter Lovemore and the Viſcount enreg'd, with 


Lights before em. 
Viſe. Never prrfuade me; Tl not 1 * | be fool d at this 
rate, any longer. [ Exit with Links : Go lead, Sirrah ] 


Cn. What's the Matter now? 
Love. Matter ! Why, there's Matter enough f in hand. We 
are all undone; the Match is broke off again, and yon are 

like to loſe your r Miſtreſs. The Widow will not conſent you 
ſhall marry her Niece ; upon which, the Viſcount enragd (as 
indeed he has cauſe) i refolv'd to ſtay no longer. 
What 'twill come to, I know not. | 

Cun. This is moſt anlucky. What's to be thought on next? 

Love. 1 left Prudence reaſoning the Caſe with her; What 
w'll be the Concluſion, is moſt uncertain. Oh ! here the 
comes. 


Enter 
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Pro. Oh. Madam! the ſaddeſt News ! | 
Phil. Why? What's the Matter ? 
Pra. All the Buſineſs is over. Poor Mr. Cuningam—— 
Phil. Ha! What of him? Speak. 
 _ Pru. After a Thouſand Arguments which I nsd to per- 
ſuade her, ſhe has at laſt Reſolv'd -I can't ſpeak it. 
Phil. On Ane Prithee out with it. 
Pra. Why, to marry the Viſcount her ſelf, and give 
you and your Ten thouſand Pounds to Mr. 
Qn. Oh the bleſs'd News al. ſay you now, Madam > 


Phil. I'll ſwear 1 was in a Fri rſt. 
But art thou ſure ſhe'l1 hold in thi | Mind . 
Lore. For fear of the worſt, get all Things ready, and let 
it be done this moment. ** 


- Pru, Here ſhe comes. Seem concern d * with her, 
Sir, and "uy bow "en: nd reſolv d. 


Eur Widow. 


of And muſt I then loſe her, Prudence | 
Oh, the racking Thought! Hard! Hard! Decree of Fate ! 
Ts art with alt L hold moſt dear ! I cannot bear it. [Walks abort. 
id, Yes, Mr. Cuningam, our Stars will have it ſo. 
"Tis bard indeed to part: But ſince there is no way left to 
fave your Life, (which more than all the World 1 prize) but 
_ only 1 have at laſt reſolv'd 8 much againſt my Wil 
ive my ſelf to the n 
- Cun: Ohl do not name it. Madam, the very Thought i is 
worſe than Death. ++, 
Mid. Fm ſorry we are fo near a. kin, but that's not the 
| chief Reaſon ; your Vow to marry another, and yetw hen I 
4 conſider ſhe was falſe, and had to do with more than one, 
and that the Child might as well not be yours ; I think you 
were in the Right to part. So I am content (fince my Hopes "x 
are loſt) that you ſhou'd marry with my Niece. But believe 
me, you do not know, how much I'm troubled, to ſee another 
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Euter Cuningam, Philadelphia and Ceffrey. 


Geff. Ear nothing; by what I cou'd learn, by this time the 
| old Lady is gone to her Chamber, or near being 


a-bed. 


Cun. Then we may have Time to talk more freely. 

Phil. All is not fo ſafe as you imagine. I fear another 
Storm before we yet can Land. I know not by what means, 
but the Viſcount is diſcovered to be a Counterfeit, which I 
have all along ſuſpected, but whether tis come to the Know- 


ledge of my 


unt yet, I know not. 


Cun. Therefore let's loſe no time, but tye that Knot, which 
joins our Hearts and Hands for ever: That once over, we 
have no farther need of the Viſcount. 


Euter Lovemore and the Viſcount 


Lights before em. 


eurag d, with | 


Viſe. Never perſuade me ; I'll not ſtay to be fool d at this 


rate, any longer. 
Cun. What's the Matter now? 


Love. Matter! Why, there's Matter enou 


Exit with 


Links : Go lead, Strrab.] 


gh in hand, We 


are all undone; the Match is broke off again, and yon are 
like to loſe your Miſtreſs. The Widow will not conſent you 
ſhall marry her Niece z upon which, the Viſcount enrag'd (as 
indeed he has cauſe) is reſolv'd to ſtay no longer. 


What 'twill come to, I know not. 


Cun. This is moſt unlucky. What's to be thought on next? 
Love. I left Prudence reaſoning the Caſe with her; What 
wel] be the Concluſion, is moſt uncertain. Oh! here fhe 


COMES, 
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Euter Prudence. 
Pra. Oh, Madam! the ſaddeſt News ! 
Phil. Why? What's the Matter ? 
Pru. All ha Buſineſs is over. Poor Mr. Cuningam —— 
Phil. Ha! What of him? Speak. : 
Pru. After a Thouſand Arguments which I us'd to per- 
ſuade her, ſhe has at laſt Reſolv'd [ can't ſpeak it. 
Phil. On what? Prithee out with it. | 
Pru, Why, to marry the Viſcount her ſelf, and pive 
you and your Ten thouſand Pounds to Mr. Cumngaze. 
Car. Oh the bleſs'd News ! What ſay you now, "Ida 2 
Phil. I'll ſwear 1 was in a Fright at firſt. 
But art thou ſure ſhe'Il hold in this Mind ? 
Love. For fear of the worlt, get all Things ready, and let 
it — done this moment. * 


Here ſhe comes. Seem concern'd to part with her, 
Sir, ** try how ſhe ſtands refolv'd. 


"Enter Widow. 


4 And muſt I then loſe her, Prudence ! 

Oh, the racking Thought! Hard! Hard! Decree of Fate ! 

To part with all L hold moſt dear! I cannot bear it. [Walks about. 
Mid. Yes, Mr. Cuningam, our Stars will have it ſo. 

'Tis hard indeed to part: But fince there is no way left to 

fave your Life, (which more than-all the World I prize) but 

this only I have at laſt reſolv'd (tho much f my Will) 

to give my ſelf to the Viſcount.  -' 

Cn. Oh! do not name it, Madam, the very Thought is 
worle than Death. - 

Mid. Fm ſorry we are fo near a-kin, but that's not the 
chief Reaſon ; your Vow to marry another, and yetw hen I 
conſider ſhe was falſe, and had to do with more than one, 
and that the Child might as well not be yours; I think you 
were in the Right to part. So I am content (ſince my Hopes 
are loſt ) that you ſhou'd marry with my Niece. But believe 
me, you do not know how much I'm troubled, to ſee another 
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take what I ſo much deſi rd. But we e mult e endeayour to be 


be ſatisfied. en wit \ 


Cun. Never! Never! for fi ince I loſe you, farewel to Love 
and Joy: The reſt of Life II waſte in Sorrow, ' 10 


Enter Clodpole Whiſpers Lovemore. 


Clod. Softly !—— Darrarir bad me tel you, chat her Miſtreſs 
ſta s for you at the Garden Door. 

This: Oh, very well. Il go this moment. | 

Fri. But what will = 75 to recall the Viſcount, Madam, 
who left the Houſe in nor told oy one what his De- 
ſigus were? We > 099% de un! 
Love. I heard him bid the 1 lead to the Devil Ta- 
vern.. If you pleaſe, thither we'll go, and conclude 


the Matter. A Glaſs or two of Wine may fetch Ling about 


ain. 
575 Truly; Mr. Zovemore, I am much olige to T0 and 


Wall endeavour to return your Friendly Advice: 1 hope w 
mall live as loving Neighbours ought, but now we loſe live : 
The Viſcount may, perhaps, be gone, ſhou'd we ſtay longer. 

Eove. III but give ſome nM ped to my Man, and: be 
there almoſt as ſoon as you. 

Wid. You will "bllae » us, bats Bir all, but Love and Clod. 

Cid. Tis main dark, nothing 5 be ſeen but the Sky and 
Stars, What can this Darkneſs EI The Almanacks this 
Year fay, That many things will be huddled in the Dark. 


Lowe. Why, thou art an. Altre en Clopole, thon talk'ſt | 


0 learnedly. 


Clod. W y. truly Iam but a piece of one ; but had J been a 


great Schollard, I believe 1 ſhoud have thought on Things, 
that never had been thought on before. 


Love. Very likely, truly. But hark! What Noiſe is that > 
There's Brittle s Honſe ; may be the is coming out. 


Enter Mrs. Brittle ad Damaris. | 
Mrs. Britt. Softly Damaris, aſt fliut the Door, well not be 
Kr from it. 
Da. Is your Husband faſt, Madam 8 


VU 
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again, I ſhould hardly venture ſucks another bold attempt. 
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Mrs. Britt. I would vat ſtir til-I-faw him aſlecp e | 


Love. That's her Voice; Madam! Where are. you? 1 
Dua. There they are, Madam. 

A. Britt. You find, Sir, I am as good aS my Word. 1 hops 
you are'a Man of Honohr, as yet were it to do 


Lore. Fear nothing, Madam; your Perſon and your Ho- 


nour both are ſafe, whilſt I am your Guard. Can none over- 


hear us? 

Mrs. Britt. All the Family, but Damaris and I, are gane to 
Bed; nor dare we be long from thenes, left | _ Hudand 
fhou'd wake, and miſs me. - | 

Love. Talk not of parting e're we well are met; chat were 


unkind, Madam. 
H you pleaſe, Madam, to walk a little farther this way, here's 8 
a Place more private than the tell; ant will deſt befit our 


Diſcourſe. 
Mrs. Britt, Well, Sir, rn not Juen your Horiour: any 
Fo but truſt my felf with you; as you. behave your ſelf 5 
ect a greater Liberty anòther time. i oat 
Pl warrant you: This way, niy Charmer. 
wks Leads her out; ſhe — hold oY Damm, who fu. 
; wh, Britt. Damarts | 
Daum. I'm here, Madam. F 
Loy bs gehn 157 Shih for Damarie. 
. Daulari. 1— Damanis 


Euter Brittle, groping in the dan i ina Cap ant Ne G. 


Brit. Where can ſhe be gone archis time of N ght? Lheaid 
45 ſteal down Tl ten! | 

Clod. Bari, Where art thou? Dameris 1 — Odd, 
main dark. 

- Britt," Who have we here J Here's ſorhething more then or- 
dinary. But Hf dfaw nearerr. [. Goes towards Him. 

Clod. Damaris; where att thou e | 


Britt. Here! [ A lom Vice: Clo lpole Hoy FEAR 
with bis Stick, tl inis tis Damaris. 
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dd Oh! art thou there? * OO 
the 


Well, Damaris, maſt not thee and 
Miſtreſs, and my Maſter ? I'll warrant they'll be hngeons kind 
to one another; for my Maſter, you muſt know, has a mighty 
Love for her, * ſo belike ſhe has for him 3 or elſe ſhe 
wou'd. ne er a left her Husband a- bed to a come to him. * 
Britt. Oh horrid! tis fo. [ A. 
Cod. How he ſnores now, if a body were to- hear him! 
poor Cuckold! he little dreams what bis Wife and my Maſter 
W * 11 1 * | * 
ritt, Oh! this is m un ap 4 
Clod. Poor Cuckold, "is 2 enough again. him. For, LA: 
ſay, he uſes her mighty ill. But, Damaris, muſt thee and 1 
art thus? One little Bit to ſtay my Stomach, Damaris: Tis 
t we ſhou'd follow our Leaders. | Goes to Kife. 
Britt. Ican hold no longer. Who ere? Hits bim « Box, 


Puts his Stick a-croſs, and in run out ſtops again 
the Scenes at laſt gets off. _ . * 
Britt, So He's gone. Here's z Diſcovery at laſt ! Here” $2 
fine Vittuous Wife for you ! But now all will out in ſpite of 
her. I'Il ſend 2 for her Parents; they ſhall ſee now 
who's in the Right. Oh, Bleſs us !' What, make her Husband a 
Cuckold ! Oh! Monſtrous ! | Goes to the Door, andioalls. 
* ? the Varlet's a- ſſeep, IIl warrant. Jeremy, I ſay. 
Jer. above) 5 Do yo call Sn 4. 
Britt. Yes, I do call. Come down quickly, I muſt ſend: 
you to my Father-in-laws, 
Jer. 1 Come, Sir, [Puts a Rope ont, and. ſlides down. 
Britt. Make haſt, Sirrah. How long you are coming, Ah! 
Villain ! Jeremy treadswpor his Toes, and gets Jem . 
You have trod upon my Corus, and lam d me. 
Come hither, and be hang d. 
. I dare not, Sir. you'll beat me. A 
ritt. Ah! tis well I ſtand in need of thee. [Comes to him. 
Run to my Father and Mother-in-law, and tell em, I Intreat 
to ſpeak with * this moment ʒ Page mn [IF never trouble em 
in as long as I live ; Beg em by all means to come. 
hy Yes, Sr, - Exit. 


ne of thy 


Cod. Odd fo! Oh! Oh! Who's that? Oh! | 


; 


* 


Nut. Now they ſhall ſee what a dee they have. 
Now I ſhall ſure convi-ce em of their Error ! 
117 But I hear ſomebody coming 
| May be I ſhall make a farther Diſcovery. | [Stands afede. 


Enter Lovemore, Mrs. Brittſe, Damaris and Clodpole. 
Mae 4. Britt, Nay, Sir, I've ſtay d long enough for one time : 
Id my Husband wake, and miſs me, I were undone. 


I maſt be gone. | 
Lore. Stay one Minute longer, I beſeech you, Madam. 

I have not told you yet. 
Ars. Britt. Neo more, Sir, if you love me. Farewell. 


. Oh, ſtay ! How can you go, and leave me ſo ſoon ? 
You will have time enough to lie by that dull ſtupid Clod, 
your Husband, e er the Morning: Methinks I grudge him 
dhe leaſt Look of you, ſince he knows not how to value ſo 
rich a Jewel. Fet him live, and pore Oer his Bags, his Droſs 
and worldly Gains, whilſt we know better how to waſt our 
youthful Hours | in ſofteſt Kiſſes and OY Joys. 
Britt. Oh, blaſting Sound! But I have heard enough. 
Now to my Poſt. Exit. 
Mrs. Britt. Good Night, Sir: Now T muſt; be gone. | 
Love. When ſhall I be thus bleſs again x 
Mrs. Bratt, To morrow III ſend to you; and, if poſlible 
appoint another Meeting. 
Love. Till then, Ten thouſand Angels wait on thee. 
One Kiſs cer we part. [K[ſer by. 
Oh, I could dwell for ever on thy Lips! 
Sure there's Enchantment on em 
Mrs. Britt. Farewell! | 
L Love. Adieu, my lovely Charmer. [Exit with Clod. 
| Mrs. Britt. Now, Damaris, let's ſteal in : Softly ! Softly ! 
Dam. O Lord, Madam ! We are undone ! 
The Door is faſt fince we have been out: 5 againſt it, 
r. Britt. What ſhall we do now, Damaris'? 
Dam. I wiſh my Maſter has not been down. 
Mrs. Britt Let's call Jeremy ſoftly. 
Bath. Jeremy] Jeremy] 
[ They, both call up to the Window in a ſoft leg 
* 8. 
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Brin. Jah! Jem ICT 1 neten am [1s chen, T. 
Dam. Oh, e my, Maſter! 


Mrs. Britt. Loſt 1 Undone for ver!“ ak AY if 
5 eg _ My fivect Lady ere hy 
e ' Fares: 1 115 | 
Fol has your ſoqet Ladyſhip been, I pray, that you 1 are 


ſo afraid'of being diſcover d. > Come, 1 know ig N a Lie 
in readineſs : Let's have it. _ 


Mrs. Britt. No where but juſt with Dawaris, p20 tote y 4 nue 
n 


5 of the freſh Air; that's all, Indeed ſweet Hus 


5 To take the freſh Air, quotha! 


Ah, rather believe 'twas to take à Heat, you waz you 
. Britt. Pray, Husband, let the es Mt E 12 


Britt. No: You ſhall ſtay there till your tl IO 2 
en ſent for them: They ſhall ſte What Hours you Ros 
And know of your Gallant you juſt patted from, nd 25 


us N 1. 1 N 
: . Madam, he l bene Tas 


And we'tre-Untlo!i 
1 5 What, act 1100 fic EsCufe ye ready 92 ny up 


Ro'Invention You'and ybur wicked Inſtrument” TOR 

e like the Serpent at ,Eze's. Elbow, to 598 h a 

15 pott Pfothpter to WIC ednefs dumb ? EX nal) 

1015 hear how 7 tend to Excuſe it. - 5 
Mrs; Britt. 1 don't gu about to Excuſe it, Hucband.— — 
_ No; That's becauſe you don't know how. 

" Mrs, Britt. I do confeſs, I have been to meet a Gentleman, 
en 


ot alone: Damari WAS with me z and ſute e there was no 
Crime in a little harml: 9 Chat. | 


A 


Britt. No, no; not in the leaſt : Making me a Cuckold j is 


no harm at all. 


M.. Britt. Pra Husband, let 1 me in, and 'lI never 48 the 


Y. 
like again, as lon 8. as EIive ; but you ſhall henceforward find 


me the moſt duriful Wife that you cou 'd wiſh for; 5 Pray, Hus- 
band truſt me but this. once. | 


Britt. No. 
Mrs. 
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C 63 oY 5 
Nr. Britt, Do net Difgrace me tomy Parents, by ex poſin 
bee ge this unſeaſaoabe Hour, in which I de cat, 7 


——— 


— x 


much to blame — TS * id Hi : 


Brit. Oh! Do you ſo? 

Ars, Brut. But forgive me nowtz III never do it again. 
Britt. Hang them that believes you, I ſay. 

Mrs. Britt. I am ſure I never Injur'd you in all my Life; 


which you ſuſpect. 
Britt. It may be ſo: Twas not your Fault then. 
15 180 x fra dear Husbang; believe me, and let me in. 
ritt. No. 

Mrs. Britt. Ou my Knees I ask whites Pandon x x do but "= 


tlie Door. 


Britt. No. 
Mr. Brite. H you let me ia this time, twill work upon me 


more than all the Liberty i in the World cou'd'do beide. 


Britt. I care not. 

Mrs. Britt. Indeed, Husband. 1 love you dearly: z and „ 
you only: How can you then be ſo Cruel to refuſe meꝰ 

Britt: Ah, cunning Crocadite! . 
Now you are eangbe, tis dear Husband, Ne & Hwhand, tis 
only you I love: But at another time, tis for nothing 
old Fool. No, no; I know. you well enough; and ſo ſhall 


your Parents now. 
Mrs. Britt. Pray, Husband, ex the Door be open * 


Britt. No. 

Mrs. Britt. Try me but this once. 

Britt. I tell you, no. 

Mrs. Britt. Not once more? 

Britt. No. | 

Mrs. Britt. If you provoke me, 1 m 5 Def pair, grow De- 
ſpemte, and do a Deed which you may repent. 

Britt, Good lack | What will your ſweet Ladyſhip do: 2 


Mr. Britt. PI kill my felt with this Knite here. 
[Shows her Fan. 


| Britt Oh, Very well 


Mr: 


Obes. Brice Nay, tw-ill not be .O well as you imagine nei- 
ther. Every body knows how. ill we have fi v'd, an REL 
I'm dead, People will think you murder d me. 0 

Britt. Ay! « 


Mrs. Britt. Therefore PI Kill my ſelf 0 have a Death 
reveng'd upon you. 


Brit. Odd, I'll truſt to that. 5 | 

Beſides, killing ones ſelf has an a great while out of faſhion. 

rc why don't you diſpatch ? Methinks you are long a- 
ut it. 

- Mrs. Britt. You may believe we, for P11 1 do i it, * 

you pe perſiſt, | | 

Britt. Odd, I] venture it. 


Mrs. Britt. Beſides, when I am Dead, my Ghoſt ſhall haunt 
you. 

Britt. Ah, if I cou'd but onceiget rid of your Perſon here, . 
' ſhould not fear your Ghoſt hereafter. 

Mrs. Britt. Have you no pity left? 
+4 am juſt going to do it. 

Britt. And yet you are long about it. 

Mrs. Britt. Since nothing but my Death can ſatisfie YOu-— 
There and there! [ Pretends to ſtab her ſelf with her Fan, und alli. 

Dam. Oh, She has don't! She has don't! | 
Oh cruel, barbarous Monſter, to make her kill her ſeltf! 

Mrs. Britt. Now, Damaris. you find too late, I did not ſeſt 
I know thon' lt fee my Death reveng'd upon my Cruel Hus- 
band, who has accus d me falſly: For I affirm with my dying 
Breath, I never wrong'd him. Farewell ! 
Death beckons me into a dark and e, Vail, where I muſt 
follow. - 

Dam. She's gone She's gone 


Oh, thou worſe than Savage! To murder ſo ſweet a Lady, ſo 

Innocent and {o Good : Nay, I'll ſwear you ad it. * >; 

[ Cries over her, 

Britt. I hear no Noiſe ! | [ Looks frighter'd. 

1s't poſſible the Devil ſhould be fo great with her, that ſhe 
ond. kill her ſelf to be reveng'd on me! 


But I'll light a Candle, and go ſee. [Gozs from the Window 


* 


nd 
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CY A 8 - 4 | | 
Mrs, Britt. Now, Dauraris, ſtand cloſe in this Corner: 
T: 


Enter Brittle with 4 Light, they flip by him, go in, and 
lock the Door : He looks þ he * 


Britt. Ha, ha, ha! I thought, indeed, how well ſhe'd do it: 
Here's none of her |. She made me believe ſhe kill'd her ſelf, 
and the mean while ran away. Well, e'en let her go; I ſhall 

have this atisfaction, her Parents ſhall be Witneſs of her 

Hours. I'll in, and wait their coming. 

{ Goes to the Door, and finds it 
lockd. Knecks. 


[Mrr. Brittle and Damaris above «t the Window, where he was. 


Mrs. Britt. Away, you idle Sot; is this a time of Night for 
an honeſt Man to come home in? | 

Dam. Go, go, you may be aſham'd ! 5 

Britt. Why, have you the Impudence 


[ Looks up, and ſees em above. 


Hers. Britt. How many Nights am I forc'd to fit up to wait for 
his coming in? And he tells the World, tis I am to blame: But 
now it ſhall be ſeen who's to blame, and who not. My Father 
and Mother are coming, they ſhall ſee what Hours you keep 
Britt. I confeſs, 1 ſtand amaz'd at this Impudence. 
Mrs. Britt. They. {ball know all, | 
Britt. Why, have you the face to deny | | 
Mrs. Britt. Go, go, Ill hear none of your impudent Excu- 
ſes : You are Drunk, you Sot, you Swine, But here comes 
my ſgonourable Father and Mother. | 


Enter Sir Peter, and Lads Pride. 


I'm glad you are come to be Witneſs of what I ſtill ſuffer, by 
this ungrateful Uſage of a crue} Husband. You ſee what 
Hours he keeps ; every Night at the Tavern roaring with his 
Companions, whilſt I am forc'd to fit at home, alone, wait- 
ing for his coming ; and when he does come, he ſtraight raves 
and abuſes me at ſuch a rate, that I am not able to endure it. 
75 K ; Britt. 


) 


Goſe, Cloſe. | ade 7 [ They ſtand aſide. 


l 


F Laich this Candle were in my LE ONES. 
Mrs. Britt. 1 know what he'll ſay now, if you! believe 
you that I am {till in the Wrong; and tis 1 

that have been out at this late Hour: And as for his part, he 
| has been within all this Evening, and knows nothing of all 
this Matter, not he: But I'll leave 
is an Hour for an Honeſt Husband to come home at. 


= kit; he'll tell 


Hear me ſpeak. Eon anti fats! 


F ever ſuch IVEY 
Belly if— 


your ſelves to judge, if chis 


Britt. Why then may I never: 
Mrs. Britt. You ſee he's fo drunk, he can hardly ſtand. 
Lady. Faugh !— I ſmell him hither. 


He inks of Liquors and Tobacco like a Tarpaulin, that 106 
not been ſober whilſt his Twelve-Months Pay wou'd laſt. 


Brat. I tell you, that I am not drunk, nor have I been out 


of my Houſe. 


Sir Peter. Stand farther off, I cannot bear the Scent of a 


Drunkard. 


Mrs. Britt. I told you he wou'd deny it. | 

Brat. I ſay, that tis ſhe that has been out Juſt now, * 
with her Gallant; and therefore I ſent for you: And that 
have not been ont of my Doors. 

Mrs. Britt. Do you hear him? But Damaris can juſtifie, I 
have not ſet my Foot over the Threſhold fince -] fat. 

Dam. If ſhe has, never believe me more. 
can aſſure your Honours tis true; for I have net been out 
of her Company fince he went out to the Tavern, 

Mrs.. Britt. Therefore I do beſeech you, good Father and 
Mother, to revenge my Cauſe, for I am not able to endure it 
n longer : If I do, you'll never ſee me alive another Week. 


"Brite. Tis a ſtrange thing 8 that the muſt be believ'd, and Ll not. 
J tell you — 


Lady. Stand farther off 
Faugh | What a Smell there's about him. 


He goes croſs 
the Stage. 


Britt. Well, then; 5 Fl ſtand farthey off, if) vou will but 


L ſhall fay nothing but the Truth, and what can prove. 


Sir Peter. Again at your Proofs, and your Idle Jealoufies ft 
Te dumb, S 9 it were a good deed to break your Figed, 


' [Goes backward. ; 
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for ſending thus for us out of our Beds and mkiqg 5e 8 
of us ſtil.” If you ever dare to do the like again, we Il n 1 
a Means to handle you——— | 
If there be no Law, (but cutting of Throats) to revenge thels 5 
— ſay no more But remember you are 
warn d. 
Brut. If you wou'd but let me tell, why I ſent for you— 
Sir Peter. We have heard and ſeen too much already. 
Therefore dare not to ſpeak a Word more. 
Mrs. Britt. And is this all his Puniſhment ? 
Sir Peter. No ; Come down, and he ſhall ask your Pardon. 
Ji the leaſt he can do. 
Mrs. Britt. Twill be to no purpoſe; when your Backs are 
turn'd he'll be as bad again. 
Sir Peter. I ſay, no more Diſputes, but do as I Command. 
[They come down from the Window. 
| Now, Sorin-law, kneel down, and ask your Wife Forgive- 
Ne 
Mrs. Britt. Shall 1 forgive him ; no, I deſire to be Divorc'd. 
Lady. Come, Darighter, I ſay you muſt Pardon him. 
Mrs. Britt. Well, Madam, I'll endeavour to obey you. h 
Sir Peter. Why don't you kneel, and do as I Command? 
Britt. Well, I find there's no Remedy : : She has over-reach'd 
me again, and I muſt ſubmit : But I am refolv'd Il get rid of 
this Nooze, though I tack my ſelf up in another. 
[Sir Peter makes him kneel to his Wife. 


a Sir Peter. Come, ſay after me. Madam, I ask your Par- 
on. | 
Britt. Madam, I ask your Pardon. 

Sir Peter. For the Foll y I have committed 

Britt. For the Folly I have committed in marrying you. 
Sir Peter. In my wild Suſpicions. 

Britt. In my wild Suſpicions. 

Sir Peter. Which I do declare, were utterly falſe. 

Britt. Which I do declare were utterly falle 

Sir Peter. And that 1 ſwear never to do the like again. 


K 2 n 


\ 


*7 Bun. And that 1 ſivear never to do * like again, ir T 
LH were once unmarried. 

, = Mer Brite. Here—Kiſs the Book. 
| But if ever you do't again 
You ſee, 'tis to no purpoſe to-turn Hagard if you do, It tame 


CG ber Hurd, 


you. U Aſide to him. 
. bi 4 Look if the Noiſe has not ng all the ber 
5 Itner. 


1 Enter Viſcount, Widow, Dorette Cuningam, Philadet- 
| J — > wk Prudence, Clodpole, - 4 and N with Late 


dre em. 


Love. Your Servant, Sir peter Sir, 1 hope you will not take 
3 it ill; we ſaw a Light in your Houſe, and ſo made bold : 
3 3 We are refolv'd to ſpend an Hour or two in Mirth, and hope 


vou all will join with us. | [To Brittle. 
Wid. Your Ladyſhip I know will pardon it upon this occa- 
fion. {To Lady Pride. 


Lady Prid. Is your Ladyſhip Married ? May we Sive you 


ou: 
id, My Niece and Mr. — are. 
Mrs. Britt. Give you Joy then. 
Cur. and Phil. We thank you, Madam. 
Phil. Now, Sir, ſince our Hands are join'd, and all is re- 
conciFd ; I have a Boon to ask. 
a Cur. What ere it be, conclude it done: 
' Phil. 1 have obſerv'd ſome Sparks of Love between Geffrey: 
and Prudence, and 1. believe they wou d be glad to blow our 
Example. 
aug What fay'ſt 'thon, Off x thou haſt a mind to 
r marry, ſpeak freely. 
4% Geff. Sir, I have debated much about the Matter, and am at 
* laſt reſolv d to venture. 
Gur. Then if you Madam, give your Conſent, LTo the Widow. 
and Prudence be willing, we'll put em together. 
Wid:. With all my Heart, Prudeure has been always a good 
Servant, I'll ſay that for her. | 
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forth coming. : . 


Pru. A Match. et. 
Love. Then let me 4 83 Cloopole loves 5 ad Sh 


lieve wou'd be glad to help make up the Chorus: : Now if 


Mrs. Brittle pleaſe to part with ber 
Brut. You ſhall have my Conſent with all my Heart : : And 


In give a Sum of Money to be rid of her. 


Love. And I'll give Clodpole ſomething to ſet Bin up in a 
little Farm in the — 

Cod. Damaris oft hear that! > 

Mrs. Britt. What ſay you, Damaris? 

Dam. If I thought he'd make a good tugband, and not 


be [Jealous ——— 


That I dare anſwer for him. 
Clod. Well then, 'tis a greed. and there's my. Hand. 


lam. For Better for Worſe. 
Clod. To Have, and to Hold: A Tenement for Life. 


Cur. And now all Things being thus happily concluded 
Wid. No Mr. Cuningam, not while your Friend is unprovi- 


Aed. Methinks twere pity he ſhou'd be no Actor in this 


Comedy. 
Love. Oh. Madam, my Thoughts are not yet fix'd ſo much 


upon any Object, but the next I encounter can retrieve the 


Cun. My Friend never wants a Miſtreſs ( PI ſay that for 
him) in any place, if he has but an opportunity, which he 
ſeldom wants. I have often wonder'd at his Luck. 

Mrs. Britt. ay you fo ? I find he makes it his Buſineſs to 


enſnare and deceive Women at this rate, [ Afake. 
I'm glad I know it in time, whilſt I have power to make my 


Im g 
Retreat. I had like to have been Le! caught. Well, Huſ- 


band, ſeeing ſo many join'd in Happineſs, f you'll promiſe 
never to be Jealous, I'll promiſe from this Moment never to 


give you Cauſe: And endeavour to make you as Happy 
as, I can. 

tt. Wou'd you'd give me Cauſe once to believe you. 
zſc. Well then, if you are all agreed, the Parſon that 
married Mr. Cuningars is but juſt by; cen. ſend for him, and 


Et him end the Work he has en For 


* - Cs = 
= — 4 £ 1 


"wh 


* = . * : 3 . 
* * 


How | My Lord! Have you ſery'd me thus> Did 1 
1. all for you, and do yon pretend to — 
e No Words now, twill ſpoil Company : Another time 
7 ven 4. ene it fartlier; Come, let's have a Dance, and then 
Lf O0. With all our Hearts. 3 


22 DANCE. 5 
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8 = 77 *Tis well: So now, you that are ready to taſte the 
5 8 Sweets of Matrimony, fall to: For my part, I have no great 


ee to it yet. . 
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$7 . — And none ] hope will blame me i J tarry, ; 
= Since thoſe that Wed in haſte, as faſt Miſery. | 
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